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CLAIMED BY THE ITALIAN 


Lorenzo 


Lust and love have no place in my line of work, but the 
moment I lay my eyes on her, I know I have to have her. My 
life in the mafia is dangerous. I live my life on the edge...but 
now I want to take her to the edge with me. 


Lydia 


He’s in with a bad crowd, but I know Lorenzo isn’t like 
them. He’s so much more than the mafia man he pretends 
to be. But I know better...he’s a good man. And if he wants 
to live his life dangerously, then I want to be right there 
with him while it happens... 


*Claimed by the Italian is an insta-everything OTT crazy 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


L, ydia 


The Italian heat of the midday sun hits my face as I step out 
of the sleek black car. I’ve been dropped off at my new boss’ 
house, a mansion hidden away in a rural area of Sicily. I 
swallow nervously as I take in all of my surroundings. If I 
screamed here I bet no one would even hear me. There 
aren’t any other houses for miles and miles. 


Well, I wanted an adventure. I guess this is. I never 
imagined I’d travel halfway across the world just to become 
someone’s maid, but I figured it would give me an 
opportunity to travel. The pay is incredible and TIl be living 
here rent-free. I’ll be able to save up a lot of money in no 
time. 


But now that I’m here, I can’t help being nervous. I’ve 
never been anywhere alone before, especially not 
somewhere as unfamiliar to me as this. I guess this is all 
part of growing up. Now that I’m twenty-one and I’ve 
finished my degree, I have all the world open to me. I just 
happen to have dived in right at the deep end. 


I take my bags out of the trunk and take a deep breath, 
heading toward the house. I keep trying not to think about 
all the things that worry me about this job. They made me 
sign an NDA before I came here, promising not to tell 
anyone about the things I see and hear in the house. Of 
course, I’ll honor it, but why would I need to keep quiet 
about the things I hear? I know nothing about my new 
employer, except that his name is Lorenzo. Maybe he’s an 
Italian celebrity and he’s concerned that I might gossip 
about him but I’d never do that. 


He’s mysterious to me, this Lorenzo, but Ill never betray 
his secrets. 


I finally reach the house. I’m sweating a little in the hot sun, 
feeling anxious about this whole thing. I’m out of my depth. 
But I’ll never know what this is like until I try it...I guess I 
can always leave. 


I knock on the door and wait, concentrating on keeping my 
breathing even. I’ve got a strange feeling in my stomach 
like something incredible is about to happen. 


The door opens and then I understand why... 


There’s a man standing right in front of me, an intimidating 
force of nature. He’s got these intense dark eyes that seem 
to burn right into my soul when he looks at me. He’s tanned 
and muscled with dark wavy hair and a trail of stubble on 
his strong jaw. He takes my breath away the moment I lay 
eyes on him. 


I suddenly feel a little faint. It must be a combination of the 
heat and this gorgeous man standing in front of me, but I 
feel myself stumble a little. He grabs me by the waist, and I 
feel a tingle where his hands are, holding me steady as he 
continues to stare into my eyes. 


“Careful,” he growls. “You must be Lydia...my name is 
Lorenzo. I am your boss.” 


“Nice to meet you,” I breathe. It’s more than nice, he 
speaks great English but with an Italian accent that makes 
him even hotter. Now that I’ve met him, I feel like my life 
has changed forever. How am I supposed to get anything 
done with this hunk as my boss? I’ve never once found a 
man interesting enough to let him distract me before, but 
Lorenzo...oh, Lorenzo is on another level entirely. 


“Come inside,” he growls. “I’ll have someone fetch you 
some iced water...we can get to know one another a little.” 


I nod nervously and he pulls me back up onto my feet. 
Grabbing my luggage, he heads inside without another 
word. 


All I can do is follow him. The house is exquisitely beautiful 
and normally it would be enough to distract me from 
anything happening in the present, but Lorenzo’s presence 
is magnetic. My eyes keep getting drawn back to him. I’ve 
had a blush settled on my cheeks since I entered the house. 
I just wish he’d turn around and take me in his arms 
again... 


I shake my head to myself. What is wrong with me? I’ve 
never before been consumed by such lust for a man before. 
Lorenzo has changed me with just a few words and one 
simple touch. 


I know I will never be the same again. 


Lorenzo 


She’s everything. Everything I’ve ever craved, everything 
I’ve ever desired, everything I’ve been waiting for all these 


years. Lydia is perfection. 


I had no idea what she looked like when she was hired as 
my maid. In fact, my head of staff handled the hiring 
process, preferring to check out the candidates himself. I 
certainly wasn’t expecting this beautiful woman to show up 
on my doorstep and change everything forever. 


It’s insanity. I’ve never once looked twice at a woman. I was 
starting to believe that I’d never meet a woman who 
interested me. But now I know that my patience has paid 
off. Lydia is the only person that can fill this hole inside me. 


Except she can’t. As I walk her through the house, refusing 
to look in her direction, I know I should send her away. 
She’s going to be nothing, but a distraction to my work. 
She’s going to consume my every thought with fantasies of 
the things I want to do to her. I can’t keep her around. 


But even if she’s gone, will I ever get her out of my mind 
again? 


I can’t just send her away. She’s come all the way from 
America. Besides, at least I can make her feel comfortable 
here. At least I will be able to see her beautiful face every 
day and know that she sleeps under my roof, unable to be 
taken by some other man. I set down her suitcase at the 
bottom of the staircase for the staff to handle and turn to 
her. 


“Come to my office.” 


I never let anyone outside of the mafia in there. I never let 
staff in there, for sure. But I want her to be in my most 
intimate and private space. I stride through my home, 
letting her take it all in in awe. When we reach my office, I 
finally turn to look at her. 


She’s only wearing jeans and a white t-shirt, but she looks 
incredible. The jeans hug her ass and curvy hips. Blonde 
curls fall over her shoulders, and down to her heavy 
breasts. She looks a little nervous, but there’s a spark in 
her blue eyes like she’s intrigued by what I can offer her. I 
want to grab her and kiss her right now. I want to make her 
surrender her body to me. I want to take her hard and fast 
on my desk in my office. She has no idea the effect she has 
on me... 


And she can never know. 


“Take a seat,” I growl as she passes by me. Her arm 
brushes against my chest, and I feel my cock jerk in my 
pants. I’ve never had any interest in women before, and yet 
one touch from her feels like she’s brought my entire body 
to life. I sit down opposite her and take her in, wishing my 
hands could roam over the curves of her body. 


“Welcome to my home,” I tell her in English. I’ve been told 
that she speaks some Italian, but I want her to feel 
comfortable, so I’ll use her native language. “I’m looking 
forward to having you working here, it’s unlikely we will see 
much of one another. I’m away a lot for work, and I spend 
long hours in my office when I’m home...but I’m glad you’re 
here.” 


She blushes. “Thank you, sir.” 


“Call me Lorenzo,” I say. She turns an even deeper shade of 
red. 


“Okay...Lorenzo. I’m excited to be here. I hope...I hope we 
see more of one another than you anticipate.” 


Damn, this girl knows exactly how to get me. Does she know 
the effect she’s having on me? Does she know how damn 
sexy she is? 


I hear footsteps in the corridor and curse quietly under my 
breath. I almost forgot about this morning’s meeting. I 
wasn’t expecting to get so attached to the maid or to bring 
her to my office. I shake my head to myself. Where is my 
professionalism? 


“The household staff will familiarize you with your chores,” I 
tell her gruffly. “You are dismissed.” 


She looks a little surprised at my abruptness. It comes from 
years in the industry, I guess, but I didn’t mean to be that 
way with her. I only ever want her to be comfortable with 
me, but the damage is done. She stands up, brushing 
herself off self-consciously. 


“Thank you for welcoming me to your home,” she says 
quietly. 


As she turns and walks away, I watch her ass swing and 
wish I could follow after her. But even as I’m still lusting 
over her, Marco enters the room, his withered face hard as 
stone. His cane supports him even with his bad leg and I 
remind myself that my work is my life. Marco once allowed 
love to distract him and it got him a bullet in the hip. I stand 
to greet him with a handshake, telling myself to put Lydia in 
the back of my mind. 


But I don’t think that’ll ever be possible again. 


“Lorenzo,” Marco says, taking a seat. “I have a new task for 
you. I want this to be handled quickly and sensitively.” 


I nod. Marco trusts me with a lot. I’ve never been a violent 
person and he knows it. He knows that it’s my cunning and 
intimidation that gets us what we need. I don’t need a gun 
in my hand to scare people into doing what I want. 


“The Moretti family?” I ask. He nods. 


“Yes. They still owe us money. I think they need a push in 
the right direction, don’t you?” 


I nod. I understand exactly what he needs me to do. He 
needs me to sit down with them and warn them that we 
mean business. If that doesn’t work, I'll have a talk with a 
mafia wife or a son of theirs. Scaring the little people in the 
mafia families also makes waves within a mafia family 
without being too threatening. But if they still don’t 
respond...that’s when things can get ugly. 


“T’m trusting you with this, Lorenzo,” Marco says with a 
knowing look at me. “I don’t want you slacking, not even 
with the new addition to your household.” 


I growl in annoyance. Is it that obvious that I’m already 
obsessed with Lydia? Marco stands up from his seat and 
begins to hobble toward the window, admiring the Italian 
vista outside. 


“You know where loving a woman got me,” Marco says, 
tapping his cane on the floor. “It’s wise to treat love just as 
dangerous as hate. You are the best of the best, Lorenzo, 
you always have been. You know I love you like a son. I don’t 
want to see you suffer for that girl.” 


“T can take care of myself,” I growl. Marco chuckles quietly. 


“I know you can. But women are a mystery even to the 
smartest of men. They have power over us like no other.” 
He turns to me with a hardness in his eyes. “Don’t let her 
turn you weak, Lorenzo.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


L, ydia 


I throw myself into my work right away, needing any reason 
to think of something other than Lorenzo. Still, even as I’m 
on my hands and knees, cleaning out the magnificent 
fireplace in the dining room, all I can think about is him. 
How is it possible that one meeting with one man has 
changed me forever? 


I know that it’s ridiculous to think that we have some 
special connection. He and I are nothing alike. He’s 
successful and rich, and at least twenty years older than 
me. He’s handsome and intelligent and intimidating. I’m the 
polar opposite of him, but they do say that opposites attract. 
Maybe he and I are meant to be simply due to that fact... 


No, I need to stop thinking like that. The more I try and 
convince myself that there’s some sense to this, the more 
I’ll get my hopes up that something might happen between 
me and him. The last thing I need is to fall in love with my 
boss. Wiping my brow, I remind myself that I’m here to 
work, to experience a different culture, to keep my head 


down, and save up some money. I am not here to fawn over 
a sexy older man. 


I sit back and sigh. I’ve only been here for a few hours and 
I’m already regretting my decision to come. I can handle 
hard work. I can handle long hours alone. What I can’t 
handle is knowing I’m under the same roof as the only man 
I’ve ever been interested in and I can’t even talk to him. I 
want to know more about him. I want to uncover the 
mysteries of his personality. What does he do for work? Why 
has he been alone in the countryside for so long? Did he 
feel the sexual chemistry between us as much as I did? 


“I expect that fireplace to be spotless,” a voice behind me 
says. I turn around and see a beautiful Italian woman 
standing there with her arms crossed over her chest. Her 
lips are pursed as though I’ve done something unspeakably 
bad. She’s possibly one of the most gorgeous women I’ve 
ever seen, with flowing dark hair and a slim figure. She 
looks like she means business in her five-inch black heels 
and her short dress. I swallow. 


“TIl make sure it is.” 


“Good. I like my home to be pristine,” she snaps. My eyes 
widen. Her home? 


Is this Lorenzo’s wife? 


Jealousy rushes through my veins. I assumed Lorenzo was 
all alone out here, but of course, he has a wife. He’s the 
most handsome man I’ve ever met, there was no chance he 
was ever going to be single. The woman in front of me looks 
me up and down coldly. 


“So you must be Lydia. I’ve heard things about you,” she 
says, her lips curled into a snarl. I swallow. 


“You have?” 


“My brother had a lot to say when I got home earlier,” she 
says. I feel relief rush through me. She’s his sister? So was I 
right? Is he a loner? Is he single? I have so many questions 
and absolutely no answers. I swallow. 


“I’m looking forward to being in your service.” 


“I bet you are,” she hisses. She towers over me. “ Let’s make 
one thing very clear. Stay away from my brother. You will 
regret it if you don’t.” 


“T,..I don’t understand.” 


“You're a distraction he doesn’t need,” she snaps. “I don’t 
expect you to understand but you will, eventually. The last 
thing he needs is someone distracting him from his work, 
he’ll start making mistakes. Mistakes that could get him 
killed.” 


My eyes are wide. What the hell is she talking about? How 
can I and Lorenzo becoming closer to one another be a life 
and death scenario? Is she just being dramatic to scare me? 


“Back off, Bianca.” 


In the doorway, Lorenzo has appeared. He looks a little 
weary like he’s seen a lot. It makes me wonder once again 
what his job is. Bianca is making it seem like he does 
something very dangerous. Something that could get him in 
serious trouble...and maybe drag me into it too... 


I find I don’t even care. I knew from the moment I met him 
that there was something dangerous about him, but it 
didn’t bother me. I want him anyway. Our eyes meet from 
across the room his eyes are burning with something 
passionate and unfamiliar. Is it lust? Is it anger? I can’t tell. 
Maybe it’s both. 


“T’m just making sure she knows her place,” Bianca hisses. I 
resist the urge to wrap my arms around myself protectively. 
I don’t know what her problem with me is, but she’s making 
me feel very unwelcome here. She seems very protective of 
her brother, for sure...but why? Does she speak to the rest 
of the staff like this or is this vendetta against me 
personally? Does she know how much I want him? 


“Its not for you to decide her place,” Lorenzo growls. 
“Leave. I want to see you in my Office.” 


Bianca sticks her nose in the air and walks off without 
another word. I’ve been holding my breath and I let out a 
long sigh, relieved that she’s gone. But with Lorenzo still in 
the room, the tension is still so thick in the air. It’s so 
intense that I feel as though one wrong move might make 
the world around us implode. I never knew attraction could 
feel this way, but now that I’m feeling it, I never want it to 
end. 


“Are you alright?” Lorenzo asks, crossing the room to help 
me to my feet. I take his hand, trying to ignore the 
electricity sparking between us, and get to my feet. 


“T’m okay, just a little confused.” 


“Bianca isn’t very welcoming in general, but you seem to 
have got the worst of it,” Lorenzo growls. “I apologize on 
her behalf. Ignore her if you can. She’s not your boss, I am.” 
He reaches out and wipes a smudge of ash off my cheek. 
There’s a low rumble in his throat and I can feel my heart 
rate speeding up. I want him to cup my cheek and kiss me. I 
want him to make love to me right here, right now. I want to 
sink to my knees and show him the kind of pleasure that I’m 
getting just by being in his presence. I’m so turned on that I 
know I’m wet between my legs. 


But he doesn’t. He takes a step back, looking irritated with 
himself. He avoids my eyes. 


“TIl speak to her, make sure she keeps her distance, but 
she’s right. You need to keep your distance from me as 
much as you can,” he growls. His eyes meet mine. “It’s for 
your own good.” 


I don’t know how to respond to that. I want to tell him that I 
don’t care if he’s dangerous for me. I want him anyway. But 
I don’t seem able to speak. He’s taken my breath away once 
again. He clears his throat. 


“I need you tonight,” he growls. “I have some guests 
coming here... usually have someone else serve drinks for 
me, but they’re taking some leave tonight. Would you serve 
drinks for me? I will add it to your pay.” 


I nod anxiously. I want to know what kind of company he 
keeps. Maybe serving drinks for him will help me uncover 
some of the secrets I’m so desperate to learn about him and 
what he does. He nods curtly. 


“Alright. I’ll see you tonight.” 


Lorenzo 


Storming to my office to give Bianca a piece of my mind, I’m 
torn between my lust for Lydia and my irritation that I can’t 
have her. I know Bianca was right to intervene. When I told 
her about Lydia earlier she immediately noticed there was 
something different about the way I talked about her. She’s 
not just another member of the staff. She’s everything to 
me now in such a short amount of time. 


I’ve never really cared for anyone, but my family. Bianca 
and I have always been close. Neither of us ever fell in love 


or got married. But now I know it’s because we just never 
met someone worthy of the risk. Lydia is worth the risk, for 
sure. But am I willing to put her in danger to be with her? 
No. Bianca is just trying to save me from myself. 


But I don’t like being told what to do. I don’t like the way 
Bianca spoke to my girl. She’s mine and I won’t have 
anyone disrespecting her, especially my own family. I throw 
open the door to my office and find Bianca sitting calmly 
waiting for me. 


“Let me guess. You’re upset with me for telling Lydia to stay 
away,” Bianca says, examining her blood-red nails. “I’m just 
doing what you don’t have the balls to do. You’re too 
invested in her. You’ll never let the idea of her go without 
my help.” 


“You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” I 
growl. She looks up at me with a raised eyebrow. She’s the 
one person on Earth who has never been intimidated by 
me. I guess it’s because she’s the female version of myself. 


“I do. Look, Lorenzo, I know how you feel. I fell for someone 
once... wanted him more than I wanted to be alive. I 
thought I could make it work and keep doing what we do, 
but it’s not possible. Okay? Being in the mafia means you’ve 
made your choice. You are married to your work. Imagine 
what Marco would say if he saw you getting weak in the 
knees over that girl.” 


I don’t bother to mention that he’s already noticed my 
affection for Lydia. I growl in irritation. 


“Pm not going to get distracted. Hell, I won’t lay a finger on 
her. But you can’t get involved. I’m a grown man. I am the 
head of this family. Don’t think that you can just stick your 
nose in and complicate things more.” 


“You should fire her,” Bianca says bluntly. “Send her off with 
enough money and ask her not to come back. She’s here for 
the money. Give her a reason to never come back here.” 


“Maybe she’d come back for me,” I growl. “I’m not sending 
her anywhere.” 


“This is the biggest mistake you’ll ever make, Lorenzo. 
She’s no good for you, and you’re even worse for her. She’s 
too young, too naive. She’ll never be able to understand 
what it’s like for us. She doesn’t belong here.” 


“She’s mine,” I growl, slamming my fist down on the desk. 
“I don’t care what you think. I don’t care that you keep 
acting like you know best. I knew from the moment I saw 
her that she’s for me.” 


I know better than this. I know better than to think we can 
have something together. I’d never put her in that kind of 
danger. Whether I like it or not, my life is too dangerous to 
have a woman like her involved. I hate that Bianca is right. I 
hate that I have to push these feelings down. But they’re 
threatening to overwhelm me. They’re building inside me 
like a volcano ready to erupt. My cock is constantly hard at 
the thought of her. Every possessive bone in me wants to 
say screw it all and run to her now. I’d fuck her anywhere, 
anytime. I want to know how it feels to be deep inside her. I 
want to know how it feels to truly make her mine. 


But I can’t. Bianca watches me quietly, waiting for me to 
keep lashing out, trying to get this out of my system. But 
this is my life now. Full of frustration, and never satisfaction. 
I can never truly have what I want. 


I have to resign myself to unhappiness. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


L, ydia 


I don’t know who the people Lorenzo is meeting tonight 
are, but when I see the sleek black cars pulling up in the 
driveway, I get a flicker of nerves in my stomach that I can’t 
explain. These people seem like they’re here for sinister 
reasons, somehow. They step out of their vehicles, dressed 
in sharp black suits and sunglasses even though the sun is 
setting. I smooth down my maid’s uniform, feeling anxious. I 
know that all I have to do is serve drinks, but the thought of 
being in the same room as those intimidating people is 
making me regret saying yes to this. 


And then there’s the fact that I have to be around Lorenzo 
too. It’s a good thing in one way, I get to ogle him from 
across the room. But I also feel a slight pinch of fear in my 
stomach every time I’m around him. He’s still such a 
mystery to me and I want to use tonight to try and figure 
him out. 


I open the door for the guests and wait silently for them to 
file inside. I know it’s my job to blend into the background, 
simply a staff member, uninvolved with everyone’s business. 


But the minute the Moretti family comes inside, the 
handsome older man at the front of the pack looks me up 
and down like I’m a piece of meat. I turn my eyes away from 
him, shocked and embarrassed. I’m not used to that kind of 
attention and I don’t want it. Not from him, at least. The 
only man I want to look at me like that is Lorenzo. 


They head into the dining room and I wait patiently outside 
the room with a bottle of red wine, waiting to be called 
inside. When I eventually hear Lorenzo call my name, I 
scurry into the room, desperate to please him. His cold eyes 
fixate on me as I enter the room. I can see the fire in his 
eyes and the fire is catching to me. I feel like my whole body 
is aflame. 


Blushing to myself, I hardly notice how quiet the room is. 
There’s an unspoken tension between the people here. 
Bianca sits, straight-backed, right next to Lorenzo, and her 
cold eyes sweep over the Moretti family. There are five 
members of the other family here and yet somehow, 
Lorenzo and his sister seem twice as intimidating. I swallow, 
pouring wine as red as blood into the empty glasses and try 
to ignore how awful the silence in the room is. Are they 
talking business in here? Or are they old friends that are 
having an uncomfortable catch-up? It’s hard to figure out 
what’s going on. Once again, Lorenzo is unreadable to me. 


I feel eyes on me and I shudder as I look up and see the 
man from earlier staring at me. He’s got snake eyes, I 
realize. He looks like he’s always ready to strike...and when 
he strikes, he strikes to kill. 


“You have a very beautiful maid,” he says in a thick Italian 
accent to Lorenzo, but he’s looking at me. “What a shame to 
have a pretty thing like her serving drinks. Perhaps I can 
think of some other use for her, hmm?” 


I blush, knowing exactly what he’s insinuating. I’m certain 
this is his sick way of trying to compliment me, but it just 
makes my skin crawl. I feel a little nauseous. 


Suddenly, Lorenzo is on his feet and striding across the 
room. He grabs the man by his shirt and pulls him to his 
feet. 


“You disgusting bastard,” he snarls at the man. It’s like an 
animal has taken over his body and made him forget his 
cool, calm demeanor. “You will pay for treating Lydia that 
way.” 

Lorenzo’s fist slams into the man’s face and I cry out in 
shock, backing off. I never expected him to fight for me like 
this. He barely knows me. Whoever these people are, 
they’re obviously important, and yet he’s broken whatever 
bond there is between them with a single punch. The man, 
now bleeding, snarls at Lorenzo. 


“You’re going to regret that,” he hisses. “What is wrong 
with you? She’s just a maid.” 


“She’s not just a maid. She’s a person. One who deserves 
respect,” Lorenzo growls deeply. “You are no longer 
welcome in this house. You have made a powerful enemy 
tonight, Luca.” 


“You're insane,” he hisses. “Your poor maid. I should take 
her off of your hands. I could take very good care of her...” 


Lorenzo swings his fist back again to punch Luca, but 
Bianca stands up with a furious expression on her face. 


“Enough,” she snarls. “Lorenzo, stop. That is enough 
already.” 


Lorenzo finally steps back, but only because he’s looking at 
me. He moves over to me and cups my face in his hands. 


“Are you alright?” 


I nod nervously. I was uncomfortable, but he could’ve let 
that whole thing slide I would’ve been fine. Comments can’t 
hurt me, after all. And yet he was so desperate to defend 
me. So desperate to show me that he would protect me. It 
makes my heart swell. It shows that in some way, he cares 
about me...maybe even the way I care about him. 


“Go to your room while I handle this,” he tells me quietly. I 
nod, walking out of the room, feeling like I can finally 
breathe again. The whole time I was in there I felt stifled, 
unable to take the tension of it all. 


And I still don’t have a clue about Lorenzo’s deep, dark 
secrets. 


Lorenzo 
“What the hell were you thinking?” 
I scowl at Bianca. “Leave it.” 


“Leave it? Your job was to get them to give us money they 
owe not become unhinged, and start a fight.” 


“T intimidated him, didn’t I?” I growl, pacing up and down 
my office. The Moretti family has been sent away with the 
threat that there will be in serious trouble if they don’t 
cough up what they owe. The meeting didn’t go smoothly, 
but I’m not about to admit that. “That’s my job, Bianca. To 
make them fear us. It doesn’t matter how I did it.” 


“Of course it does! For one, you’ve just shown that you have 
a massive weakness...her. And worse still, you’ve shown that 
you can’t keep your temper under control. They’re going to 
take that as a weakness too. They’re going to think you can 
be easily unraveled.” 


“And they’d be wrong.” 


“Not anymore.” Bianca shakes her head at me. “Lorenzo, 
you used to be untouchable. You know damn well that if this 
was a traditional family, I’d be running our business. I’m the 
eldest. I should be running the ship. But Mother and Father 
thought I wasn’t up to the job. They saw you and knew 
you’d always be the level-headed one, the fearsome one, the 
ruthless one...” 


“You don’t think I was ruthless back there?” I growl. I did 
what I had to do to protect Lydia. She’s mine and not 
because she’s my maid. I’ve claimed her. She’s going to give 
her body to me and I’m going to make it mine. My cock is 
straining against my pants, ready for her even as I’m filled 
with anger and frustration at our predicament. She’s 
forbidden fruit, but that won’t stop me...not even if it 
interferes with my work. 


“You were ruthless, of course, you were. But you were also 
reckless. I’ve never seen you that way before.” Bianca takes 
a step toward me, her face softening a little. 
“Look...whatever you’re feeling, I know it’s tempting to 
follow your heart to it. Love is stronger than hate or fear. 
That’s why it’s so dangerous. You showed back there that 
you’d be willing to do anything to save Lydia. You’re going 
to get her killed, Lorenzo. Send her away before it’s too 
late.” 


“No. Ill protect her. She’s only safe with me,” I growl. I 
stare Bianca down. “Let them try and cross me, Il rip them 
apart. I’m not a violent man, Bianca, you know that. No 
matter where our work has led us, I’m not a killer or a 
savage. But if they threaten her again, even in jest, then 
they’re inviting me to do something I don’t ever want to 
do.” 


“Have some sense,” she begs me. “I’m scared, Lorenzo. 
Their family...they’re powerful. Just as powerful as ours. And 
we don’t have anything we can use against them. They have 
the power, they are holding our money, and now you’ve 
pissed them off.” 


“They’ve pissed me off and trust me, my wrath is more to be 
feared than theirs,” I growl. I pour two glasses of whiskey 
and push one toward Bianca. I sip it, allowing the fire to 
rush through my veins. Bianca picks up her glass but just 
stares at it. 


“When did you stop trusting me?” I say. “I’ve always taken 
care of this family. You said it yourself, our parents trusted 
me to be in charge. I’ve never put you in danger before. But 
Bianca, you know exactly how to take care of yourself. And 
even if you didn’t, I’m here to protect you too.” 


Bianca arches an eyebrow. “You know what, little brother? I 
don’t think you care about me anymore. You don’t care that 
your recklessness is going to affect me. If you did, you’d get 
rid of her. But you care more for her after a day than you 
ever will about this family.” 


She doesn’t get it. She doesn’t understand how Lydia is the 
only woman to ever make me come alive. She’s the heat in 
my veins. She makes me want to live a new kind of life. For 
over twenty years, this has been my reality. At seventeen, I 
became a mafia boss when our father was killed. I’ve 
carried this burden for a long time. I’ve never taken a lover. 
I’ve never even looked at another woman. So how can she 
possibly understand what Lydia means to me? How can she 
understand the things I crave from her after forty years 
alone? Bianca has never known that kind of loneliness. 


“Believe what you want,” I growl. “You can leave whenever 
you want, Bianca. This is my house. It’s in my name. I built 


this empire and I’m not about to destroy it. But if you don’t 
believe in me then maybe you don’t belong here anymore.” 


Bianca stares at me in shock. I don’t think she ever 
expected me to put my foot down with her. She’s always 
been able to do whatever she wants, swanning around like 
she owns the place but not having a single ounce of real 
power. Now she can know for real where she stands. She 
doesn’t call the shots here, I do. 


Scowling at me, she knocks back her whiskey and then 
throws the glass at the wall callously. I don’t flinch as it 
shatters into a million pieces, as does my relationship with 
my sister. She walks out of the room and I calmly sip my 
drink. She’ll forgive me someday. But right now, she’s not 
who I’m focussed on. 


I have to see Lydia. 
I have to have her. 


My fists are clenched at my sides as I make my way to her 
room. I want to sweep her up in my arms and kiss her. I 
want to slam the door shut behind me and rip her clothes 
off until she’s naked in front of me. I want to worship her 
body and fuck her until she screams my name. I’m filled 
with a type of energy I’ve never felt before. This sexual 
awakening inside me is bringing out an animal, desperate 
for her body, needing her more than anything else in the 
world. 


Her room is in sight. I don’t bother knocking. I throw open 
the door and find her standing in the middle of the room, 
brushing out her hair as she stands in her underwear. She 
turns to me in shock. 


“Lorenzo...” 


My name on her lip is too much for me to handle. I move to 
her and grab her, pulling her body against mine. 


Then cash my lips against hers. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


L, ydia 


His mouth is hot and wet on mine. I let out a moan, unable 
to control myself. He’s giving me the kind of pleasure with 
one kiss that I’ve only ever dreamed of. This feels right. This 
feels like it was meant to happen. 


I suddenly don’t care that I don’t know a thing about him. I 
don’t care that we only just met. All I know is that this kiss 
was meant to happen. Someday Ill look back on this 
moment and know it was the start of something amazing. I 
wrap my arms around his neck and he kisses me hungrily, 
growling as he presses close to me. I can feel his member 
pressing against me and I realize how much I want to give 
everything I have to this man. I decided, in this moment, 
that I’ll give my innocence to Lorenzo. 


He sweeps me up in his strong arms and my legs wrap 
around his waist. He carries me over to the bed and lays me 
down, crawling atop of me and grinding up against my 
center. I gasp in delight. I’ve never been this intimate with a 
man before. In fact, I’ve never even been kissed before. All 


these new sensations are threatening to overwhelm me, but 
damn it feels so good. 


“T want you,” he growls, breaking away from my lips to kiss 
my neck. He sucks on the skin gently, sending butterflies 
through my body. Then his tongue trails down to my 
breasts, kissing each one as his hands dive under my body 
to unclasp my bra. When he pulls my bar away, he growls 
again, taking in my naked chest with hungry eyes. I’m 
breathing hard, unable to understand why a man as 
gorgeous as him would ever want to touch me. He looks 
deep into my eyes as his mouth closes around my nipple, 
sucking it and making me gasp with pleasure. His hand 
ventures down between my legs and begins to rub me 
through my panties and I feel a tingling taking over my 
whole body. I wasn’t expecting this night to go this way. I 
thought I was going to be alone as usual, but awake 
thinking of Lorenzo and wishing he’d come to me. Now he’s 
here and I feel euphoric, craving more as his tongue circles 
around my sensitive buds, and his fingers work magic on 
my most intimate parts. 


“You’re mine now,” he growls, reaching a hand up to clutch 
my face and make me look him in the eyes. “It’s you and me 
from now on.” 


I don’t even try to protest. I don’t want to. I want to belong 
to him. It doesn’t matter to me that I still don’t have any 
clarity about who this man is. All I know is that I want him 
more than I’ve ever wanted anything before. 


He makes his way back up my body to kiss my lips, his hand 
still between my legs. My mouth is urgent against his. I’m 
trying to convey everything he’s making me feel with just 
one kiss, but it’s impossible. There are fireworks going off 
inside me. This night is one I’ll never forget, no matter what 
comes next. 


But what’s coming next is going to be even better. He pulls 
away from the kiss once again and begins to run his lips 
down my body. I know exactly what he’s planning to do and 
my stomach clenches in nerves, but excited anticipation. He 
moves his mouth to my hip where he clamps his teeth 
around the material of my panties and begins to pull them 
down my legs. I can feel his hot breath trailing down as his 
mouth moves and it sends a shiver up my spine. As my 
panties fall past my knees, he yanks them off and throws 
them aside. Now, I’m completely naked in front of him 
before he’s slipped even a single item of clothing off. But I 
guess there’s time for that later. 


“T want to taste you...so...fucking...bad,” he growls. His 
tongue shimmies its way up my thighs and toward my pussy 
and I can feel the wetness growing between my legs. I’m 
panting hard, waiting for this incredible thing to happen 
next. He looks up at me and gives me a wolfish smile. Then 
he slides two fingers inside me for the first time. 


I gasp at first. I’m expecting it to hurt, but it doesn’t at all. 
It just feels like pure heaven. As he begins to work up a 
rhythm, I finally understand why people love this so much. 
He kisses my thighs as he fingers me expertly until I’m 
shaking with desire. It feels better than anything I’ve ever 
experienced before. When I pleasure myself it feels good, 
but nothing like this. Having a man like him touching me 
like I’m the only woman in the world for him is so sexy that I 
can barely contain myself. 


He brushes his thumb against my clit and I moan again, 
closing my eyes for a moment just to enjoy it. How did he 
get so damn good at this? As his fingers plunge in and out 
of me, I wriggle my body to get closer to him and send his 
fingers deeper. 


“Oh, you want more?” he growls. He pushes deeper inside 
me and I gasp in pleasure. Still rubbing my clit at the same 
time and increasing his pace, even more, I feel like 
screaming out loud because it feels so good. I can feel him 
edging me higher and higher and higher... 


I crash into my orgasm so unexpectedly that I let out a loud 
moan, unable to control myself. 


“Lorenzo!” I gasp out. My whole body feels electric and 
tender, like any subtle touch could have me coming for him 
again. And I know he’s not done with me yet. Even as his 
fingers pull out and his hand withdraws, I feel him pushing 
my legs further apart with an animalistic growl. He’s about 
to show me yet another level of pleasure that I never knew 
existed and I can’t wait. 


I’m still riding my last high when his mouth moves to my 
folds. His tongue runs over me so gently that I feel a 
shudder all the way through my body. I’m whimpering as 
his tongue begins to work magic its on me. How has he 
made me into this mess? I’ve melted into a puddle beneath 
his touch. He growls as he slowly licks me again. 


“You taste so fucking good,” he growls. He buries his 
tongue inside me for a moment and my thighs clamp 
around his face, locking him in. He doesn’t seem to mind 
though. He doesn’t even come up for air as he expertly 
brushes his tongue over my clit over and over, showing me 
a new height to the pleasure he’s gifted me ever since he 
walked into my room. 


I’m breathing harder now, practically seeing stars as he 
eats me out. He hooks my legs over his shoulders to dive in 
deeper and I can’t stop shaking. This is the most intimate 
act I can imagine doing with a man and he wants to do it 
with me. Maybe I’m not special to him. Maybe he makes 
love to all of his female staff, like a welcoming process of 


some sort. But I don’t think so or care. Tonight he’s chosen 
me. Tonight, I’m the one whose body he is worshipping. And 
he told me I’m his...so does that mean he belongs to me 
too? 


This is all too much to handle. I’m close to a second orgasm 
and moaning loudly. I don’t care if anyone hears. I’m too 
turned on to care. He growls against my center. 


“Come for me,” he tells me. “I want to lick up all of your 
sweet juices.” 


His tongue moves against me for a few more seconds and I 
do as he commands. I have no control over this feeling. The 
orgasm washes over me and I buck against his face, 
moaning sweetly, letting him taste me once again. He 
growls, lapping away at me even as I’m coming down from 
the sensation. He lifts his head to look at me and his lips are 
wet with my juices. It’s so freaking hot. 


“T’m nowhere near done with you, baby,” he growls, licking 
his lips slowly. “I’m going to fuck you all night long.” 


I want it. I want it so badly. He moves closer to me again, 
towering over me. I want to take out his length and suck 
him off. I want to see if he’s as big as I think he is. I want 
him to take my virginity and fill me up entirely with his... 


But there are footsteps in the corridor. Someone is coming. 
Lorenzo shoots me a look and I know he has to hide. I grab 
my robe to cover myself up and he moves calmly to the 
closet on the other side of the room, getting inside and 
closing the door. I’m just tying my robe when a knock comes 
on my bedroom door. 


We were almost caught, but who the hell is coming to my 
room in the middle of the night? There’s only one person I 
can imagine wanting to see me right now... 


Bianca. 


Lorenzo 


I hold my breath as Bianca enters the room. What the hell is 
she doing here in Lydia’s room? She’s going to cause 
trouble for me, I just know it. Through the crack in the 
closet doors, I watch her walk toward Lydia. 


“Sorry to disturb you this late at night,” Bianca says, not 
sounding very sorry. “I just wanted to see how you are 
settling in.” 


“Uh, fine,” Lydia says, wrapping her arms around herself 
uncomfortably. Bianca smiles at her fakely and I can tell 
that she doesn’t really care about Lydia. She’s here to get 
back at me. 


“Well, I’m glad. This is going to be your home for some time, 
after all,” she says, a tinge of bitterness to her voice. “I 
wanted to also come here and give you some advice, woman 
to woman.” 


And there it is. The reason she’s actually here. She’s going 
to try and convince Lydia that I’m no good for her. If she 
wasn’t my sister I’d storm out there now and confront her. 
But there’s nothing Bianca can say that will break this apart 
right now... 


Unless she tells her I’m part of the mafia. 


My heart stops for a second. She could easily tell her. If she 
does, I’ll be screwed. I don’t know if Lydia would want to 
stay if she realizes I’m not on the straight and narrow. I’ve 
done bad things. My job is to intimidate and scare and 
manipulate. Does she want to be with a man who can do all 
of those things? I know that subconsciously, this is the 


reason I’ve held back from telling her. I’m concerned that 
she won’t be interested once she knows the kind of man I 
am. I know she'll figure it out at some point, given the 
nature of the way I live my life, but I don’t want her to find 
out this way. I want her to hear it from my lips. 


But now it looks like I might not have that option. Bianca 
sits down on the edge of the bed and pats the spot beside 
her for Lydia to sit on. She sinks down beside Bianca, 
looking nervous. 


“T know girls like you,” Bianca says sweetly, reaching out to 
touch Lydia’s beautiful face. “ You’re scared of the world but 
desperate to be a part of it. You came here for an adventure 
you weren't ready for. And now I have to give you a dose of 
reality. Because coming here was a mistake for you.” 


“What do you mean?” Lydia asks quietly. “I’m just a maid.” 


“But you’re not, are you?” Bianca says, her voice lowering 
to a growl. “What happened tonight with the Moretti family, 
you’re smart enough to know that something is going on. 
You know that things aren’t as they should be in this house. 
You just haven’t figured out why. You’ve been too busy 
fawning over my brother.” 


“Bianca...” 


“Don’t try and deny it, I’m no fool,” Bianca snaps. Her 
features soften again. She’s trying her best to keep her hot 
temper under control. “You want him. But there are things 
you don’t know yet, Lydia. You need to know the full picture 
before you decide to chase him to the ends of the Earth.” 


I hold my breath. I know there’s no stopping this now. I 
can’t risk Bianca finding me here and doing something 
crazy and reckless in anger. I have to let her tell Lydia. I 
close my eyes. 


“Lydia, our family...is part of the mafia.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


L, ydia 


I can barely breathe. I don’t want to believe what Bianca 
just told me. But somehow, it makes sense. All the sneaky 
behavior in this house. The tense atmosphere with the 
Moretti family. Lorenzo’s mysterious air and intimidating 
presence... 


He’s in the mafia. 


I guess Bianca could be lying to me. She’s clearly not my 
biggest fan. But I don’t think she is. Something tells me 
she’s just as involved in it all as he is. And if they’re both 
involved in the mafia, then does that mean I’m in danger? 


“T can’t believe it,” I say out loud. Bianca sighs with fake 
sympathy. 


“T know it must be a lot to take in, but I wanted you to know 
the facts. Everyone else in this place knows what goes on 
behind the closed doors of Lorenzo’s office and his private 
meetings. I thought you had a right to know as well.” 


I can’t believe Lorenzo didn’t tell me this. I wish I could 
confront him right this second, but I can’t give away his 
hiding place. I can’t let Bianca know she was right about all 
this. I need to keep my poker face for as long as I can. I look 
up at her. 


“I mean, I’m shocked. But it’s like you said I came out here 
for an adventure. Maybe I bit off more than I can chew. But 
I’m here now. I suppose Ill just have to get used to the idea 
that things get a bit crazy around here.” 


Bianca looks at me in disbelief. I guess she thought I was 
going to run for the hills the second she told me this. But I 
guess some part of me isn’t even that surprised. I felt like I 
walked into a different reality the second I got here. I have 
a lot of questions, but I’m not just going to leave this whole 
thing behind. Not after discovering what Lorenzo and I 
share, the connection and spark. 


“So you’re staying?” 
I nod. “I am. The other staff can handle it, so I can too.” 


Bianca’s confusion turns to anger. “You can’t be serious, 
Lydia. You have no idea what you’re getting into.” 


I shrug, downplaying the feeling of my racing heart in my 
chest. I’m scared. Of course, I’m scared, but I’d risk 
everything for Lorenzo. I guess that’s what I’ve discovered 
about myself today. He’s everything to me and I don’t want 
to push that away just because things have gotten a little 
crazy. 


“Tve got nothing to lose, Bianca. I came all this way, what’s 
the point in going now?” 


She scoffs. “You’re a fool, Lydia. I thought you’d be smarter 
than this. Honestly, you’re barely out of your teens and 


you’re willing to throw your whole life away? For what? For 
him?” 


I try and keep my cool. “Have there ever been incidents 
here that put the staff in danger?” 


Bianca throws her arms up as she blusters. “Well...no, 
but...” 


“Your business is none of mine. I don’t think anyone in the 
world is going to care about your maid. Isn’t the point of the 
staff that they’re dispensable?” I ask. I know that it’s a low 
blow. Rich women like her look down on their staff, for sure, 
but I know she’d never describe us as dispensable. Still, I’ve 
managed to get her riled up. 


“You’re different, Lydia. You know exactly what I’m trying to 
tell you.” 


“Well you want to get rid of me one way or another, so is my 
safety really a concern of yours?” I ask. Bianca looks taken 
aback. 


“You think I’m that cruel?” Her features harden. “You know 
what? Do what you want. Stay if you must. But when you 
get yourself in trouble don’t come crawling to me. I gave 
you a chance to get out. You can look out for yourself from 
now on.” 


Fine by me, I think to myself. She stands up and storms 
from the room before I can say anything else. I breathe out 
a sigh of relief. If she’d found Lorenzo here, things could’ve 
gotten really ugly. She didn’t come here with my interests in 
mind, she came to warn me away from her brother. But I’m 
not leaving him behind. I might be mad that he didn’t tell 
me any of this before, but now, I have the chance to unravel 
the mystery for real.” 


He waits a moment before he exits the closet. His presence 
seems even more domineering before. I guess now that I 
know what he does for a living, his intimidating ways have 
more meaning. He looks at me so intensely that I’m 
tempted to look away, but I refuse to back down now. Not 
when I’ve stood my ground against Bianca to make it here. 


“Are you afraid of me?” he asks. I look deep into his eyes 
and I feel something inside me soften. 


“T could never be afraid of you,” I say honestly. 


Lorenzo 


“T didn’t want you to find out this way,” I say. She looks hurt 
and angry, which I can understand. After the conversation 
she just had with my sister, I wouldn’t be surprised if she 
walked out of my life forever, but I have to at least try to 
convince her to stay. We’ve come so far in such a short time. 
I’m not ready to let her go. 


“You should’ve told me,” she whispers, wrapping her arms 
around herself protectively. “You made me feel like a fool. I 
should’ve known what was happening. Maybe I did on some 
level...but I didn’t want to believe it.” She closes her eyes, 
working up the courage to ask something. “Have you...have 
you ever been involved with drugs?” 


“Absolutely not.” 
“And...and have you ever killed someone?” 


“No,” I say truthfully. “I’ve been asked to before and I’ve 
said no. That’s not my style, tesoro...I1 intimidate people, but 
I rarely hurt them. I’m not as callous as you think.” 


She opens her eyes. “I don’t think that. I know that maybe 
I’m stupid for blindly trusting you, but I can’t help myself. 


Every instinct in me is telling me that I should trust you. 
That I should believe you no matter what.” She shakes her 
head to herself. “All my sense went out of the window when 
I got here.” 


I gently put my hands on her shoulders. “I’m sorry I didn’t 
tell you straight away...but I didn’t know how you’d react. I 
wanted you to have time to decide how you feel about me, 
the real me. The mafia is part of who I am but the rest of 
me...that belongs to me alone. I was going to tell you.” 


“It’s okay. I believe you,” Lydia says, nodding to herself. She 
looks up at me. “This is craziness, Lorenzo. I should walk 
away right now. I should get out of here as fast as I can. But 
I can’t. The things I feel for you. I can’t ignore them. I feel 
like I’m sinking in quicksand and that my only choice is to 
stay here with you.” 


“I don’t want to let you go...but I will if it means you’re 
safe,” I growl. I know that Bianca is right. I shouldn’t be 
keeping her here. Maybe the only thing to do if I really care 
for her is to send her away. I squeeze her shoulders. “I 
could set you up somewhere else, somewhere no one will 
find you. I can get you a house on the coast. I’d come and 
see you when I could.” 


“No,” she whispers. Her eyes are full of hurt at the 
suggestion. “Are you trying to send me away? For real?” 


“T don’t want to, Lydia, but I want you to be safe.” 


“And I will be, here, with you. I know you’ll always protect 
me,” she whispers. And she’s right. I’d die for her. I’d never 
let anything happen to her. But I still worry about what this 
could mean for her. If Bianca is right, the Moretti family 
might use my feelings for her against me. I have to keep my 
distance. I have to force myself to stop pursuing her just to 
keep her alive. I step away from her. 


“T shouldn’t be here if you’re going to stay, the least I can do 
is stay away from you. I’m only going to cause you trouble.” 


“I don’t care!” Lydia says, but there’s a tremble in her 
voice. I can tell that speaking to Bianca shook her up. She’s 
scared. She’s intimidated by the life I live, as she should be. 
I shake my head at her. 


“You should care. And for your own sake...I’m drawing a 
line under this, Lydia. Until I find some way to be with you 
while keeping you one hundred percent safe, we have to be 
apart.” I grip her chin in my hand. “Just remember. Even if 
we’re apart you’re mine. I’ll come back to you when I know 
it’s safe. I’m not going to change my mind about you, Lydia. 
But for now, stay away from me.” 


Tears fill her eyes. “Lorenzo...” 


Hearing her say my name wrenches my heart. I want 
nothing more than to pick up where we left off. My cock 
throbs for her tirelessly. I want to make her feel special. I 
want her to know that I’m not selling her empty words. But 
if I give in to these impulses now, I’ll never be able to stop. I 
move toward the door, even as she grips my arm to stop me 
from going. She’s crying now, begging me not to go. 


“Lorenzo...please...stay. We can make this work. I swear we 
can make this okay.” 


She doesn't understand. She doesn’t understand the kind of 
danger she might face. This is the compromise...if she’s 
staying here, then we can’t be together. At least we can see 
each other every day. At least we know what we feel for one 
another is real. 


Even if we never get to act on it. 


CHAPTER SIX 


L, ydia 


My throat is raw from crying all night long. As I force myself 
out of bed at seven am, I know I’m in for a long and difficult 
day. Lorenzo said that I wouldn’t see much of him around 
the house, but his scent still lingers on my skin, the memory 
of his touch still fresh in my mind. I don’t have to see him to 
be reminded of what I almost had last night. I don’t need 
him to be in front of me to know that I’ve lost the best thing 
that’s ever happened to me. 


I should’ve just told him that I don’t care about his job the 
second he came out of the closet. I should’ve made it clear 
that it doesn’t matter to me how deep he is in this mafia 
business. All I want is for me and him to be together. I’ve 
solved the mystery Lorenzo was hiding from me, but at a 
cost too great. 


I carry out my chores in a daze. How am I supposed to act 
normally after the way he touched me last night? How am I 
meant to pretend that I’m not head over heels for him, my 
boss, my sexy mafia man? How am I meant to keep my 
distance when we’re never too far apart. 


I sniff as I’m dusting the dining room, hoping that anyone 
who overhears me will think it’s just the dust making me 
sniffly. I wish I had some solution to all of this. Was I an idiot 
to stay? He tried to send me away, after all. Maybe that’s 
what he actually wants. Maybe I’m too much trouble for 
him. 


No. He wants to keep me around to protect me. He cares 
about me. He just wants what he can’t have...same as me. 


I wander around the house like a ghost. For such a huge 
place, it needs very little maintenance. They keep it 
pristine, as though they’re keeping it clean of all the secrets 
they carry around with them. How do they do it? Bianca 
and Lorenzo, they live their lives on the edge. I never once 
thought about living that way. I’ve always had such a safe 
plan. I went to college to study Spanish and Italian, and 
now I’m saving up for my travels before I settle down and 
get a job, a house, a family. 


But suddenly those dreams don’t feel like enough. What’s 
the point if Lorenzo isn’t a part of them? I could leave here, 
see the world, find a cute guy, and settle down with 
him...but it wouldn’t fulfill me. Now that I’ve had a taste of 
what it’s like to be with Lorenzo, I’ll never be the same 
again. I can never go back to some mundane way of life that 
doesn’t have him in it. I can’t pretend to be interested in a 
normal life now when he can offer me adventure, 
excitement, maybe even a little danger. 


What the hell is wrong with me? I’ve never been this way 
before. I’ve never put a toe out of line or craved anything 
remotely dangerous. But I guess it’s part of his package 
deal. And if this is the life he chooses to lead...then I want to 
be a part of it too. 


I wish someone would knock some sense into me. I wish I 
could trust myself to make good decisions. But when it 


comes to Lorenzo, bad turns to good, wrong turns to right, 
and my fear turns to lust. 


What the heck has he done to me? 


Lorenzo 


I feel like a stranger in my own home. No one is speaking to 
me. I’ve only seen Lydia once today and she kept her eyes 
down like I asked her too. Each time I see Bianca in the 
house, she fixes her face into a sneer and looks through me 
like I’m not even there. I sit in my office now, drumming my 
fingers on the table and wondering how it came to this. 


I’ve never been a man of impulse. I’ve always calculated 
every move I make perfectly. That’s what made me a perfect 
mafia man. Every task Marco has ever set me has been 
executed with precision, a requirement in this line of work. 
One mistake can get you killed. One slip from the path and 
your own family might even throw you to the wolves. That’s 
why I can’t afford the mistake of falling for Lydia. 


Except it doesn’t feel like a mistake. Falling for her makes 
me feel like the way I’ve lived my life up until now is the 
mistake, not her. She shows me ways in which I can move 
forward in my life. She shows me a woman I want to love 
night and day. A woman I can finally spill my seed inside. I 
can get her pregnant and she’ll make us a family from the 
second I come deep inside her and then for the rest of time. 
This is what I want. I never realized before how much I 
crave a family life, but she’s shown me so much about 
myself that I’ve been denying. I thought I was fulfilled, but I 
was walking through life in a daze without her. 


And now I can’t have her. I know it was my choice to turn 
her away, but I had no choice. I want her to be safe. With 


the feud with the Moretti family no doubt about to get nasty, 
I can’t afford to take my attention away from getting back 
at them. It could take years to take them down. They’re a 
big and powerful family. You shoot one of them and you end 
up with another ten enemies to deal with. It won’t be simple 
to solve this. 


Bianca was right. Every time I get closer to Lydia, I put her 
in harm’s way. But that doesn’t mean I’m not furious with 
her for interfering. It doesn’t mean I’m not desperate to run 
back to Lydia and take her the way I’m so determined to. 
Even though it’s for the best, I still feel fury like no other 
toward my sister. 


It’s nearly time for dinner, and TIl have to face her at the 
table. Family dinners have been a tradition since our 
parents were alive, and they were very strict about us 
keeping to them even after they were gone. I’d never 
disrespect them by not turning up, even if it’s going to be 
tense. I pour myself a glass of whiskey to calm my nerves, 
but it runs like fire through my veins and turns my fury into 
an inferno. Now it’s going to be even harder to bite my 
tongue. Ever since I met Lydia, my feelings seem amplified. 
Maybe it’s because I have something to fight for now. 
Maybe it’s because I have someone I care about to protect. 


The whiskey sits hot in my empty stomach as I stand and 
leave my office for dinner. When I arrive in the dining room, 
Bianca is already there, wearing a long black gown and red 
lipstick. She smiles wickedly and she may as well be the 
Devil as far as I’m concerned. She knows that she’s won a 
victory over me by splitting Lydia and me apart. I feel a 
growl forming in my throat. The animal that Lydia has 
awoken inside me wants to rampage, to go crazy, to show 
just how mad Bianca has really made me. But I swallow it 
all down and take my seat at the head of the table. After all, 
I’m the one in control here. I made the choice to turn Lydia 


away, not Bianca. She’ll never let go of the fact that I bested 
her for the control of this family. That’s why she’s so bitter. 
That’s why she’s trying to take me down. 


She won’t succeed. 


Bianca takes her seat and our chef serves up an incredible 
meal, but I know I won’t eat a bite of it. My stomach is in 
knots. I sit silent and still as Bianca picks up her cutlery and 
tucks in with appreciative noises. 


“It’s so good,” she says. “ You’re really not going to eat?” 
“T don’t have much of an appetite.” 
“Oh, I know what your appetite is for, little brother.” 


I grit my teeth but say nothing. This is like a practice test 
for dealing with my real enemies. I have to try and pretend 
that nothing she says is bothering me. I have to pretend 
that her betrayal is nothing to me. I clench my fists beneath 
the table. 


“You don’t know a thing, Bianca. Get that through your 
head.” 


She chuckles to herself. “Oh, but I do. Do you think I 
haven’t noticed the way Lydia’s been sniffling like a child all 
day? Do you think I don’t see the tension in your body? You 
broke things off. And let me say, I’m actually impressed for 
once. You did the right thing.” 


I say nothing at all, but I know she’s going to keep poking at 
me until I explode. She sighs as though she’s actually upset 
for me. 


“What a shame, little brother. Seeing you this way...it gives 
me no pleasure. But at the end of the day, you know she 
doesn’t matter. You know our family is more important than 


some American girl. Maybe you'll find someone more 
suitable.” 


“She’s not just an American girl,” I say through gritted 
teeth. Bianca looks up at me smugly, glad to see me finally 
reacting. I know I shouldn’t say anything. I know I should 
just realize that my master manipulator of a sister is trying 
to goad me into exploding with anger. She chuckles to 
herself. 


“Of course not. That perfectly ordinary girl from the States 
is interesting as hell...oh, wait, no...she’s just young and hot. 
There’s a difference.” 


“She’s everything,” I growl. And the realization of my words 
hits me like a tonne of bricks. Because it’s true. She’s 
everything I’ve ever wanted or needed. What’s the point in 
everything else now? What’s the point in my job when I 
make millions if I have no one to share it with? What’s the 
point of all this risk when I could just run away with her and 
find peace elsewhere? 


Bianca is still talking to me, trying to wind me up, but I’m 
not listening anymore. How could I be so stupid? I don’t 
need to keep my distance from Lydia. I need to take her 
away and leave this life behind. I can hand everything over 
to Bianca on a silver platter. I don’t even care about my 
pride anymore. She’d tell me I’m giving up, but how can I 
be giving up when the only thing I’m losing is money? How 
can I compare that to the possibility of losing Lydia forever? 


I’ve been a fool. I’ve spent this whole day thinking that I 
have to sacrifice Lydia, but all I need to sacrifice is this way 
of life. And if that means I get to be with her forever, then 
it’s not really a sacrifice at all. 


I stand up from the table, my heart racing in my chest. 
Bianca smirks at me, clearly thinking I’m about to snap on 


her, but I don’t need to do that anymore. I have many more 
important ways to spend my time now. I’m going to go 
upstairs to Lydia. I’m going to tear off her clothes and take 
her hard and fast until she cries out my name. I’m going to 
come deep inside her and impregnate her with my baby. 
Then we’re getting out of this place tomorrow. Tonight, I’m 
going to seal our future. I’m choosing her over everything 
else. 


“T should thank you, really,” I tell Bianca. “Now I know 
exactly what I want.” 


She blinks in shock at me, but I’m already leaving her 
behind. I’m already racing upstairs, my cock hard in my 
pants, and ready to fuck. I’m breathing hard, ready for this 
moment that I’ve waited all my life for. I’m not holding back 
this time. Now, I’m going to make her mine. 


I throw open her door without knocking. She’s sitting on 
the edge of her bed, tears in her eyes. I move to her and 
wipe the tears from her beautiful face. 


“No more tears,” I growl. “I’m never leaving you again. And 
I’m going to make you mine. Right. Now.” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


L, ydia 


He kisses me before I even have time to register what’s 
happening. It’s all changed so fast. One moment he’s telling 
me that we can’t be together, and now he’s all over me like 
he can’t stop himself from touching me. He growls against 
my lips, pushing me back onto the bed with animalistic 
ferocity. 


“Wait!” I breathe, pulling back from him as I try to regain 
my senses. “What’s happening? I thought we couldn’t be 
together?” 


“Screw that,” he growls, kissing my neck and nipping at my 
skin with his teeth. “We’re going to get out of here together, 
Lydia. I need you. You’re the only thing that matters.” 


“But...but your job...your whole life...it’s here.” 


“No. Not anymore,” he says, his breath hot on my ear. 
“Tesoro, you need to understand one thing. I don’t care 
about any of that. If I can’t have you then I don’t want 
anything. I can’t be without you. I’m choosing you.” 


My heart flutters. I don’t want to talk anymore right now, 
we can discuss the details later. I gasp as his tongue travels 
down my neck, sending a shiver up my spine. He’s right. 
There’s nothing here that can’t be left behind. I don’t care 
where we go or what we do. All I need is him beside me. 


“T want you,” I gasp as his lips travel over me. He growls in 
pleasure. 


“Your wish is my command.” 


He grabs at my camisole and rips it off with one clean, swift 
movement, revealing my heavy breasts to him once again. 
His lips move to my soft nipples and he finds them standing 
at attention for him. I groan as his tongue circles one, 
gripping the sheets beside me. But I desperately want to 
see his body the way he’s seen mine. I want to see his full 
naked form in all its glory. I push him back off me and begin 
to unbutton his shirt, my fumbling fingers desperate for the 
prize beneath the fabric. I want to explore the caverns of 
his ridged chest. Impatiently he stands and tears it open for 
me, and my hands settle on his body. His skin is hot beneath 
my touch, and his smooth skin and six-pack entice me more 
than I thought possible. I begin to kiss his chest as he works 
his belt off and rids himself of his pants. Breathing hard, I 
see he’s standing in just his boxers. Now, I’m finally about to 
see what he’s hiding under there. I might be inexperienced, 
but I desperately want to hold his cock in my hand and give 
him the pleasure he gave me last night. 


“T want to pleasure you,” I whisper, nervous all of a sudden. 
He growls and steps back from the bed. He drops his 
boxers to the floor and I gasp at the sheer size of him. I’ve 
never seen a man naked in the flesh before, but his 
throbbing member is huge. I can hardly fathom how he’s 
going to pack it all inside my tight, virgin pussy, but I feel 
myself growing wet at the thought. If he’s as skilled with his 


cock as he is with his mouth and fingers, I’m going to be in 
pure ecstasy. 


“Get on your knees,” he commands me. I stand from the 
bed with shaking legs and drop my shorts and panties, 
leaving me fully naked. He groans, clearly pleased. I get 
down on my hands and knees and crawl to him, ready to 
serve his every need. As I rise slowly onto my knees, facing 
his throbbing cock for the first time, I feel a little 
intimidated. There’s so much of him to take in, but I’m 
determined to make him feel good. I wrap my hand around 
his enormous length and begin to pleasure him with long, 
bold strokes. The growl from above me confirms that I must 
be doing something right. I look up at him and find his 
intense eyes looking into mine, filled with desire and want. 
I’m going to give him everything I can. I keep eye contact 
with him as I take him inside my mouth for the first time. 


I can taste his precome on his tip as he fills my mouth. I 
take him as deep as I dare, almost gagging on his incredible 
length. He grabs my hair, clearly turned on, but he doesn’t 
force me to take him in any further. He lets me work up my 
own rhythm, working my way up to taking him in entirely. 
He growls in appreciation as I suck him off. 


“You’re fucking amazing. You turn me on so much.” 


It feels so good to hear him praise me. As my head bobs 
back and forth, he continues to shower me with praise. 


“You’re doing so good, amore mio. Take my cock. I want to 
be deep inside your mouth. Fuck, it feels good.” 


I slide him deeper, my jaw aching from the sheer size of 
him, but I won’t complain one bit. This is exactly where I 
want to be. He begins to move his hips a little, moaning, 
taking my mouth with each thrust he makes. It makes me 
feel like he owns me like I’m the one true instrument of his 


pleasure. Practically choking on him, I stare up at my man, 
feeling like the luckiest girl in the world to be the one who 
can bring him such pleasure. 


But when he pulls away and picks me up in his arms, I feel 
like so much more than that. I belong to him, but he 
belongs to me too. We’re made for each other. My lips were 
made to kiss his. My body was made to serve his and his to 
serve mine. My pussy was made to have his cock in it. I’m so 
wet between my legs now, so ready for him, that when he 
puts me down on the bed and I get on all fours for him, I 
can feel my legs trembling. 


“Wait,” I tell him, turning back to him. He holds his cock in 
his hand, stroking it gently as he looks up and down my 
naked body. 


“I don’t want to wait for another second to take you,” he 
growls. I shift closer to him, touching his cheek. 


“T just want you to know before we do this...this is my first 
time. I’m...I’m a virgin.” 


He looks me up and down, looking a little shocked. My heart 
is racing in my chest. I want him to know what tonight 
means to me, but now that I’ve said it aloud, I don’t know if 
it makes me sound immature. Most girls my age have had 
sex, but I was waiting for the one to have my special night 
with. That is if I haven’t put him off. 


“You mean no other man has ever touched you the way I 
have?” he growls. I nod nervously. 


“Never,” I say. 


His eyes trail over my breasts. They move down my body to 
my sopping wet pussy. He slides his hand down between my 
legs to touch me. 


“You’re telling me that no man has ever tasted you, ever got 
you wet like this, ever fucked you until you called out their 
name?” 


“I was waiting for the right man,” I gasp. His fingers nudge 
my clit and even through my nervousness, I’m in paradise. 
“You’re the only man I’ve ever wanted to touch me.” 


A slow smile creases his lips. 


“Good,” he growls. “Because you’re mine. I don’t ever want 
another man to be on your mind. Men will crave you for the 
rest of your life. They’ll want what I have right now but 
they’ll never have you. Only I get to touch this pussy. Only I 
can ever enter you and show you pleasure. Understood? 
You’re mine. You’ll always be mine.” 


He’s making me weak in the knees with all this talk. 


“Tm yours,” I breathe. He kisses me hard and then pushes 
me back down onto the bed. I resume my position on all 
fours, ready for him. He lightly spanks my ass, making me 
moan in pleasure. 


“T’m going to show you the time of your life,” he growls. He 
brushes his cock over my already sopping wet pussy. “I’m 
going to take your virginity from you tonight and claim you 
as mine forever. But I’m not stopping there. I’m putting my 
seed inside you. I’m going to get make you pregnant 
tonight.” 


Lorenzo 


I expect her to look a little nervous at my declaration, but 
there’s no hesitation in her eyes as she looks back at me. 
She wants this as much as I do. She wants my baby inside 
her. 


“Take me, please,” she whimpers. “I’m ready for you now.” 


I don’t need to be told twice. I’ve been waiting all my life for 
this moment. I’m so sexually charged right now that I feel 
like the second I slide inside her pussy will be enough to 
make me spill my seed inside her. But I’m going to make 
this last. This is a night we’ll both remember for the rest of 
our lives. 


I position myself at her entrance and slowly slide inside her 
so easily it feels like I belong there. She gasps and I check 
she’s not in any pain, but when she pushes herself back up 
against me, I know she wants me deep inside her. I grab 
her shapely hips and begin to fuck her. 


She cries out so loudly that I know there’s a chance we’re 
being heard, but I don’t care anymore. She’s mine and I 
don’t care who knows it. Plunging deep inside her, the walls 
of her pussy welcome me with the wetness I’ve made her 
produce. I watch my cock disappear deep inside her tight 
pussy, her sexy ass jiggling as I slam into her and I know 
that this is the closest I’ve ever felt to heaven. 


“Lorenzo,” she moans. Her breasts bounce as I fuck her and 
she keeps stealing glances at me over her shoulder. As 
much as I love seeing this view of her and her beautiful ass, 
I want to look at her face. I want to look her in the eyes as I 
take her virginity. 


I pull out of her and she gasps in disappointment, but I soon 
flip her onto her back and continue to take her. I lean in so 
that I can go deeper and kiss her at the same time. Her 
moans against my lips turn me on so damn much. This is 
like a clip from my wildest dreams. The perfect woman is 
giving her body entirely for me. We’re just two animals 
taking it back to basics. Our bodies yearn for one another 
with age-old desire. As I plunge deeper inside her, I can see 
that we’re no different to the cavemen who did nothing, but 


follow the instincts of their bodies, fucking whenever and 
however they wanted. We don’t care about the rest of the 
world now that our bodies are bonded together in this 
insanely wonderful act of pleasure. 


“Lorenzo, I’m close,” she gasps. I growl. As much as I don’t 
want this to ever end, I can’t hold back either. She’s too 
fucking hot and my seed is desperate to settle deep inside 
her, to find her womb and cling to it making my woman 
pregnant. I’m grunting with the effort of holding back. But 
as our lips crash together in a heated kiss, I feel her tighten 
around me and she gasps aloud, shattering with free 
abandon. Unable to take it anymore, I come inside her, 
growling with heated desire. In that moment, I’ve not only 
taken her innocence, but I’ve given her something too. I’ve 
given her our future. 


I’ve given her our baby. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


L, ydia 


Waking up this morning in Lorenzo’s strong arms makes me 
feel like I’m in heaven. I snuggle into him, feeling happier 
than I have in a long time. Less than twenty-four hours ago, 
I thought I didn’t have a chance in hell with him. I thought 
he was choosing his lifestyle over me, and I felt like I 
couldn’t blame him for that. After all, we’ve only known 
each other for such a short time. How could I expect him to 
leave everything behind for me? 


Except now that’s exactly what he’s planning to do. He’s 
choosing me above everything else in his life. He’s been in 
the mafia for over twenty years, but only a few days with me 
and he’s choosing to leave it all behind. I feel a pang of guilt 
in my stomach. I hate the idea of him having to make so 
much sacrifice to be with me. I would never want anyone to 
leave a whole life behind just to be with me. And yet, as his 
baby grows inside me and our bodies entwine, I know that 
this is about more than just me now. It’s about our family. 


It still plays on my mind as I lay awake in bed. Lorenzo 
wakes and when sees my still naked form, he growls, 


kissing my neck gently. 
“Good morning, beautiful.” 


I blush. I’ve never had a morning like this before, lying 
naked with my lover and feeling like I belong. I cuddle 
closer to him. 


“Hey, how do you feel today?” 


His brow furrows. “How could I feel anything other than 
amazing when I’m waking up next to you.” 


“I mean... mean about the things we said last night. About 
running away together. About leaving all this behind...do 
you still mean it?” 


“Of course I do,” he growls without hesitation. “Why would 
you ever believe that I’d change my mind?” 


I sigh. “I just...I can’t help thinking about everything you’re 
leaving behind, your family, your livelihood, aren’t you sad 
about all that you’ll be leaving here?” 


Lorenzo’s playfulness disappears now. He can see that I 
want to have a serious conversation. He props himself on 
his elbow. 


“This life, I never really chose it. It chose me,” Lorenzo tells 
me. “I was born into it, my family has been in the mafia for 
generations. I grew up with the assumption that the world 
was mine for the taking because that’s what my father 
taught me. He trained me from a young age to be his 
successor in our line of work, when he died I was still so 
young. But I took over the family because it was my 
duty...and I always thought that was enough to make me 
believe that I wanted this.” He pauses. “But if I stop and 
think about it too much I question why I’m here. I wonder 


about the other paths life might have taken me on if I was 
from a normal family, and I crave that normality.” 


“Ts that what drew you to me?” 


“Everything about you drew me to you,” he growls, cupping 
my cheeks. “Amore mio, you’re one of a kind. I knew I had 
to have you from the moment we met. I knew I wanted to fill 
you with my babies and make a life with you. You gave me a 
reason to stray from my chosen path. If you hadn’t come 
along. I think I’d have been stuck here until my dying day. 
But I don’t want that now. So you’re not stealing anything 
from me. You’re not robbing me of a future you’re giving me 
one worth living. Don’t ever doubt my reasons again, okay. 
You give me every reason to start afresh.” 


I can feel tears stinging my eyes. He leans in to kiss me 
fiercely. 


“No tears. I don’t want you to ever be unhappy again,” he 
growls. “I’m going to give you everything. We’ll take some 
money, we can go anywhere you want. And then when we’re 
ready we can settle down and make a life. I’ll get a job. I'll 
support us in some way. But Ill leave all of the bad behind. 
No more threats. No more violence. No more gangs and 
powerful families. It’ll just be me and you...” He presses his 
hand to my stomach. “And our baby.” 


I nod nervously. The idea of having no plan ahead scares me 
a little. The whole reason I came here was for some stability 
and to earn some money. But I found something better than 
stability when I found Lorenzo. His life might be a little 
unpredictable, but even in the face of this, he’s solid as a 
rock. He’s going to keep me safe. I snuggle closer to him 
again. 


“What will you do now?” 


“TIl tell Bianca that I’m going away for a while,” Lorenzo 
says. “I don’t have to tell her where I’m going. She’ll be all 
too happy to be left in charge. And when we go off the 
radar entirely, my empire will belong to her. Everyone will 
be happy, and she can clean up the mess with the Moretti 
family. I’m sure she'll be all too pleased with that.” 


“And where will we go?” 
“Where do you want to go?” 


I sigh as I dream of the Italian landscape outside. I want to 
see this beautiful country. Maybe we’re supposed to go 
further afield to avoid being found, but I’m not ready to 
leave here when I’ve only just arrived. The country where I 
found love. 


“Rome,” I say dreamily. “I want to go to Rome.” 


“Your wish is my command,” he says. I sink into his lips for a 
long kiss. I feel so at peace that it’s easy to forget that we 
might actually be in danger. It’s easy to forget Bianca’s 
disdain. It’s just me and him against the world. 


“Shall we get ready to go?” I ask. Lorenzo nods. 


“Yes. Pack your suitcase. I’ll sneak it out to the car later 
today. I want to show my face at least once today, so as not 
to arouse suspicion, we can just keep a low profile.” 


We both get out of bed and dress quickly. My suitcase isn’t 
even fully unpacked and in no time at all, I’m ready to leave 
this place again. I thought I was going to be here for a long 
time, but I guess sometimes things just don’t go to plan. 


“You ready?” Lorenzo asks, cupping my face in his hands. I 
nod, feeling nervous, but excited. His eyes are softer than 
usual as he looks into my eyes. 


“Lydia, I can’t wait to start this adventure with you. I love 
you.” 


My heart does a backflip. I’ve known all along that I love 
him, but it feels so good to know that he feels the same. I 
stand on my tiptoes so I’m closer to his lips. 


“T love you too,” I whisper. Our lips collide in a kiss that has 
my heart racing and my center throbbing. I want him. I 
want him right this second... 


The door flies open. 


Lorenzo 


As I break apart from Lydia, I see my sister standing in the 
doorway. She takes in the kiss, the packed suitcase, and the 
shock on Lydia’s face and her expression darkens. 


“This is not happening,” she hisses. “I warned you, Lorenzo. 
I said you’re going to ruin everything for us. But you 
couldn’t leave it alone, could you? You couldn’t just let her 


go.” 

“I don’t want to let her go,” I growl. “She’s mine. And you'll 
be pleased to know that this won’t be your problem 
anymore. I’m leaving and I’m taking Lydia somewhere safe. 
The family business is yours.” 


“No,” Bianca snaps. “ You’re not leaving.” 


“T thought you’d be pleased,” I retort. “Isn’t this what you 
wanted? To get rid of me? To take over our empire.” 


Bianca looks so shocked that I actually believe that her 
reaction must be genuine. She shakes her head at me in 
disbelief. 


“No. That’s now what I wanted. I wanted you to stay and 
get back on top. I wanted things to go back to the way 
they’ve always been! We’ve never needed anyone else 
before, Lorenzo. Everything was fine until you brought her 
into the equation!” 


Realization sinks in. I’m not the only one who has been 
alone all this time. Bianca hasn’t been in a relationship 
since we were much younger. How could I overlook the fact 
that by choosing to be with Lydia that leaves her more 
alone than ever? 


“Bianca, I’m sorry if I’ve hurt you. But I have to get out of 
here. I have to choose my own path now. You'll be great 
here,” I say. Bianca shakes her head, glaring at Lydia. 


“No. I told you, you’re not going. She is free to leave 
whenever she wishes. The sooner the better, actually.” 


“Bianca, please,” Lydia pleads gently. “We’re going to be 
family, please don’t make this harder.” 


Bianca stares at us both in horror. “What the hell did you 
do, Lorenzo? Do you get her pregnant? I knew you’d lost 
some of your sense, but have you gone completely mad?” 


“T want her pregnant,” I growl. “I want a family with her. 
I’m not willing to wait any longer for what I want. I’m going 
and you can’t stop me.” 


“Like hell you are! You need to stay and fix the mess you 
made with the Moretti family. Maybe if you can get through 
that alive Il let you go. But just know you’ve betrayed this 
family, Lorenzo. You’ve ruined everything.” 


“There’s nothing to ruin when we’re both miserable here 
alone,” I snarl. “Why don’t you just accept that you want 
what I have? You can have it too, Bianca. Stop making this 
harder than it needs to be.” 


“You’re not leaving!” she shouts. But suddenly, there’s a 
crashing noise downstairs and we both fall silent, cutting off 
our argument. Lydia looks terrified. Bianca takes two guns 
from the deep pockets of her coat and nods at me to follow 
her. I don’t want to fire a gun. I’ve never shot another 
person, but now that Lydia is here I have to protect her. I 
turn to her. 


“Stay here, out of sight. I have to see what’s going on.” 


She looks scared, but she nods. I kiss her as I leave the 
room, taking the other gun from Bianca and making my way 
through the house. I know that it must be the Moretti family 
coming to take their revenge. They’re the only family that 
we have a quarrel with. I grip my gun and silently vow that 
I’ll shoot them if I have to. Things are different now. These 
men are here because one of them wants my Lydia. They’re 
embarrassed by the way I took them down so easily. I won’t 
show so much mercy this time. Now that Lydia is mine, I 
have to make sure I do anything to protect her...even if it 
means killing. 


The house is eerily quiet as we creep through. Bianca is 
better prepared for this moment than I am. She’s killed 
before. Her moral code isn’t as tight as my own. 


“We have to split up and find them,” she says. Then she 
darts away before I can protest, making her way toward the 
other end of the house. I’m forced to head down the stairs 
alone, my heart racing in my chest. 


I find the rest of my staff hiding in the dining room and lock 
the door to keep them safe. I see a shadow in the kitchen, 
but there’s no one there. Somehow, these people have 
managed to slip away from me. 


I hear a scream upstairs and my heart stops. I curse myself 
for being so lax in my security if they were able to make it 


into my home. As I run to the base of the staircase, I collide 
with Bianca, but it’s what I see at the top of the stairs that 
really scares me. 


Luca has Lydia clutched in one arm and his gun pressed to 
her head. She’s crying silently, pleading me with her eyes to 
help her. But one wrong move now and she'll be dead. I 
have to play this right. As much as she’s scared, I know he 
doesn’t want to hurt her. He wants to hurt me. 


“You played with fire when you crossed me, Lorenzo,” he 
hisses. “Meet me in the garden in ten minutes...alone. Or I'll 
kill your pretty little maid.” 


I know he’s all talk, and yet I can’t risk the possibility that 
he’s not. I can’t risk any possibility of him killing Lydia. So I 
know even as he disappears toward the other staircase that 
I’ll be in the garden. I won’t let Bianca come with me. I'll be 
unarmed. 


PI even let him kill me if it saves Lydia’s life. 


CHAPTER NINE 


L, ydia 


I’m shaking with fear as I’m dragged outside by Luca. His 
grip around me is so strong that I know I can’t break free. 
Even if I could, what would I possibly do? I could run and 
he’d shoot me in the back. I could try and attack him myself, 
but he’d be ready for that, and I know he’s stronger than 
me. Now, all I can hope for is a miracle. 


Lorenzo. 


He’ll save me, I know he will. He’ll do anything to make sure 
I’m okay. He’d do it for anyone because that’s just the kind 
of man he is. I don’t care that he’s in the mafia. He’s 
touched my heart and I’ve touched his, and I know his is 
made of solid gold. He might think that his past taints who 
he is, but I disagree. His moral code has kept him from 
killing for all these years. I know he’ll find a way to save me 
without spilling enemy blood. 


“Don’t worry. I don’t want to harm a hair on your pretty 
little head,” Luca sneers in my ear. “If your boss acts right 
then you can come home with me. Il take care of you.” 


I shudder. I get the feeling that’s a fate worse than death. 
Besides, I’d rather die than be with another man. No one 
can touch me the way Lorenzo can. No one can love me the 
way he does. If one of us dies tonight, we’ll never love 
again, I just know it. This can’t be replaced. If this is the end 
for me, then at least I met him. I had something that people 
only dream of. 


I’m coming to the realization that I’m willing to die for 
Lorenzo. 


The air outside is cold and Luca’s arm is choking me. I can 
feel tears threatening to squeeze out of my eyes. I can 
almost feel the last minutes of my life ticking away. All I 
want is to see Lorenzo’s face one more time. One last look 
at his handsome face and I’ll remember what I had as I 
leave this life. In such a short time, he gave me everything. 


“You’re shaking, don’t be afraid,” Luca breathes in my ear. I 
squirm away from his hot breath. 


“I’m not afraid,” I snarl, more viciously than I ever 
intended. Luca laughs at me cruelly. 


“Maybe you should be,” he hisses. “Your boss is taking his 
sweet time in coming.” 


My heart races in my chest. Surely he wouldn’t leave me 
here? No. I can’t let Luca put doubt into my head. Lorenzo 
will be here. 


Sure enough, a moment later, he appears from the 
shadows. With his face half-lit by the moonlight, he looks 
more intimidating and sexy than usual. He glares at Luca 
with such intensity that Luca backs up a little, clearly a beta 
next to this alpha male. 


“Let her go,” Lorenzo growls. Luca’s dark laughter rumbles 
against my back and he pulls me closer to his body. 


“I don’t think so,” Luca hisses. “You need to pay for what 
you did to me.” He takes a gun from his belt and cocks it at 
Lorenzo. “With your life. It’s either you or her.” 


“No!” I cry out, trying to break free. Instinctively, I want to 
place myself between the gun and Lorenzo. But Luca’s grip 
on me is too strong and I stay exactly where I am, his arm 
choking me even more as I struggle. 


“Don’t fight him, Lydia,” Lorenzo growls. “I’m unarmed. I 
have no backup. I will gladly give my life for her.” 


“Don’t do it!” I sob, trying even harder to get free. “Don’t 
leave me.” 


“Don’t worry, Lorenzo,” Luca sneers with a sick grin. “PU 
take good care of her.” 


He throws me down to the ground so hard that my head 
starts swimming. Luca laughs cruelly and aims his gun at 
Lorenzo. 


And a shot rips through the night. 


Lorenzo 


The bullet rips through the night, but it doesn’t come from 
Luca’s gun. In fact, whoever shot the gun can’t be a very 
good shot because there’s no victim. I glance around me, 
looking for the shooter. Still, it’s sent Luca into a frenzy as 
he glances around him for the invisible shooter. 


“Show yourself!” he cries out. Suddenly, out of the dark, a 
figure leaps and clips Luca around the head with a gun so 
hard that he falls to his knees. Silently, his attacker knees 
him in the head and he goes down, flat on his back. I blink 
in confusion. I told Bianca to stay behind, to not 
interfere...and yet here she is now. Saving us all. 


She puffs for air after the effort of taking Luca down, but 
she still manages to find the energy to pin his groaning 
body down with her boot. She flicks her hair out of her face 
and I can see the burning fury in her eyes. My face hardens. 


“Bianca, what are you doing?” 
“Saving you’re asses,” she says a little breathlessly. 
“But the others, back at the house.” 


“Taken care of,” she says darkly. “Not dead, though. Marco 
was already on his way over to discuss you and your 
behavior. He backed me up. The Moretti family are at our 
mercy now.” 


I can’t help breathing out in relief. But Lydia is still lying on 
the ground. I run to her and pick her up in my arms, 
clutching her close. She looks a little dizzy as she looks at 
me. 


“Lorenzo...” 


“Tve got you, baby,” I growl, holding her to me protectively. 
I can’t believe I get to hold her again. I thought the only 
way out of this was to die for her. If Bianca hadn’t stepped 
in, that would’ve happened. I was ready for a bullet through 
the heart for this woman. It’s now that I realize just how 
much I love her. 


“I'm never letting you go again,” I growl. 

“Yes, you are.” 

Bianca is watching me, arms folded. I shake my head. 
“We’re getting out of here, Bianca. It’s over.” 


“You can’t just walk away,” she hisses. “This is your life. You 
almost died for that girl. When will you find some sense?” 


“Choosing her is the only sensible thing I’ve ever done,” I 
snarl. “She’s mine, and that’s all I care about. 


Bianca shakes her head. “After everything we’ve been 
through, even though I’ve just had to save you from dying, 
you still want her?” 


I nod. “I’ll want her for the rest of my days. I want a family 
with her. I can survive anything with her by my side.” I look 
at Lydia who is gazing up at me lovingly. My face softens for 
once. She’s making a new man out of me. My love for her is 
so strong that it became a matter of life and death. I clutch 
her to me. 


“I don’t ever want us to be apart. I want to take care of you 
forever, this is meant to be. Lydia, be mine, marry me.” 


Her face is shocked for a split second and then she smiles 
brightly. She knows as well as I do that this is the only way 
things can end for us. We’ve made it so far and now we 
have to take this all the way. 


“Yes. Of course, I’ll marry you,” she whispers. I lean in to 
kiss her and it’s the sweetest kiss of my life. She won’t have 
to be scared anymore. I’m going to whisk her away from all 
of this craziness and give her the life she deserves. We’re 
going to make it to Rome. We’re going to see the world 
together. We’ll get married and have children together and 
be happy for the rest of our days, living in peace. 


I set Lydia down on her feet and even though she’s still a 
little dizzy, she leans into me for support. That’s why I’m 
here, after all. I’m going to be her rock, for her sake and 
our baby. I look to Bianca and hope that she might have 
something positive to say to me. 


But all she seems is angry. With her boot still holding Luca 
down, she’s never looked more powerful. She’s going to be 


perfect to run this family when I’m gone. I shake my head at 
her. 


“Smile. Your brother is finally happy. You finally get to take 
your place as the head of the family.” 


“I don’t want it. Not like this,” she hisses. She glares at 
Lydia. “You’ve ruined everything. I hope you know that.” 


“Don’t speak to her like that,” I growl. “I thought you 
might’ve finally come to your senses. You just saved my life.” 


She aims her gun right at me. “Maybe I should’ve shot you. 
You’d have more sense with a bullet through your brain.” 


“Why can’t you just be happy for me?” I say. She purses her 
lips. 


“She’s not right for you. This is wrong on so many levels. 
You'll see, Lorenzo. She’s young and beautiful. She’ll break 
your heart and swap you for someone younger. You'll see.” 


“T would never do that,” Lydia says. She puts a hand on her 
stomach. “I love him. I love the baby we’re going to 
have...and I want you to be a part of it, Bianca. Please, give 
us a shot.” 


“TIl give you a shot,” Bianca snarls, cocking the gun again. 
“Get the hell out of here before I decide to actually shoot 
you. You’ve disgraced our family, Lorenzo. I never want to 
see your face again.” 


The words hurt as much as I imagine a bullet would. She 
can’t be serious. But my sister is always serious, that’s the 
problem. Lydia’s hand clutches mine and I tug her back 
toward the house. 


“Come on,” I say. “We don’t need her.” 


But it hurts. My sister, turning her back on me feels like the 
biggest betrayal of my life. It’s always been the two of us 
against the world. Now she’s exiling me from her life as 
though I’ve done something much worse than fall in love. I 
don’t need anything more than Lydia in my life, but I 
wanted Bianca to see me thrive. I guess she doesn’t feel the 
same. 


My head is held high as we walk away. Lydia squeezes my 
hand. 


“Are you Okay? Are you sure you want to do this? We could 
stay, we could make this work.” 


I shake my head at her. “No, this isn’t my life anymore. I 
want to start afresh. Just me and you.” 


“But won’t you miss it here?” 


I glance back at Bianca. She’s threatening Luca, waving her 
gun around aggressively. I smile sadly to myself. 


“No. I don’t think I will.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


TWO MONTHS LATER 


L, ydia 


The Italian sun feels so welcoming on my shoulders that it’s 
hard to imagine that this whole thing is real. Not so long 
ago, I was living in the States, lucky to see the sun a few 
weeks a year. Now I’m here, on an Italian beach in the 
middle of nowhere, about to get married to the man of my 
dreams. 


Everything has happened so fast. Now that I’m a few 
months pregnant, we knew we wanted to have the wedding 
before our first child arrives. Still, it also had to be perfect, 
and pulling off the perfect beach wedding in two months is 
no easy feat. We’ve had to fly in our guests from all over the 
place, but Lorenzo has handled that with all the money that 
he brought with him when we left Bianca and his mafia life 
behind. In many ways, I would’ve been happy for him to 
never touch that money again and make our own way, but I 
can’t complain since it’s paid for this beautiful wedding day 
and the diamond ring on my finger. 


But as I wait now in my silk white dress for the ceremony to 
begin, I’m anxiously scanning the crowd for a familiar face. 


Bianca received her invite first, I made sure of it, and yet 
she’s the only one who never responded to our invitation. I 
was hoping she’d show up here today to try and make 
amends with Lorenzo, but since I have no idea whether she 
even read the invite, my hopes aren’t high of her showing 


up. 


And I can see that it’s bothering Lorenzo too. He’s standing 
back at the hotel, texting someone on his phone. Since the 
wedding isn’t due to start for another ten minutes, I have 
time to go over to him and see if he’s okay. Hitching up my 
dress, I walk barefoot along the sand to go and speak to 
him. 


He looks up and smiles at me as I approach. His hands grab 
my waist and he pulls me in close. He growls as he leans in 
to kiss me. 


“Tsn’t it bad luck to see the bride before the wedding?” he 
says, kissing my neck. I giggle. 


“I don’t think bad luck applies to us. We’ve made it here 
against all the odds.” 


It’s true. I know a lot of people expected us to crash and 
burn. My parents were wary of him at first, though they’ve 
grown to love him now. Obviously Bianca is somewhere on 
the other side of Italy silently disapproving of our 
relationship. But we’ve shown everyone that we’re perfect 
together, and we’ll keep showing them for the rest of our 
lives. 


“Who were you texting?” I ask. He smiles playfully at me. 
“Are you worried I’m texting my other woman?” 


I roll my eyes with a smirk. If there’s one thing I’m not 
concerned about, it’s him leaving me for someone else. 
When we make love every single day, our bodies pressed 


together in the height of ecstasy, I know for sure that this 
bond between us is unbreakable. He’s not going to abandon 
me now or ever. 


“You know I’m not. Are you trying to get in touch with 
Bianca?” 


Lorenzo sighs. “I thought I’d give it one last shot, it feels 
wrong her not being here. She’s the only real family I have 
left. Apart from you, of course. But my Mother and Father, 
they would have hated to see us like this. Bianca and I have 
always been close. We’ve lived together our whole lives and 
now after two months apart, it feels wrong.” 


I reach up to cup his cheek. “ You know, we don’t have to do 
this. Get married today, I mean.” 


“What?” he growls. I brush my thumb over his jawline. 


“T just mean, we can wait. You know, our lives are perfect 
regardless. If you don’t want to get married without your 
sister here, then we can wait. It might derail our plans a 
little...” 


“No,” Lorenzo growls, cupping my cheeks. “I want to marry 
you right this second. I’ve waited long enough for this to 
happen. You’re the love of my life, my one, and only. If she 
can’t understand that, if she doesn’t want to be here to 
celebrate with us, then she doesn’t deserve to be here 
anyway. I tried to get hold of her. We made the effort to 
invite her even after everything she put us through and 
she’s thrown it back in our faces. No call, no nothing. It’s 
obvious how she feels and I’m done trying to change her 
mind.” 


I cock my head to the side as I spot something out of the 
corner of my eye. “You don’t want to give her one more 
chance?” 


tt No.” 
“Not even if she’s right behind you?” 


Lorenzo turns to see Bianca standing in the shade. She 
looks as beautiful as ever in a white suit and a large sun hat 
that no one but her could pull off. Her red lipstick coats her 
pursed lips and she looks vaguely irritated, but I’m starting 
to believe that’s just her permanent state. She takes off her 
sunglasses to look Lorenzo in the eyes. 


“Hello, little brother.” 


Lorenzo 


It’s hard to believe that she’s actually here. I’d completely 
convinced myself that she wouldn’t show up. After all, she 
didn’t bother to call or message or reply to the invitation to 
let us know she was coming. Then again, Bianca does like to 
make an entrance. 


“What are you doing here?” I growl. She frowns, taking the 
invitation out of her suit pocket and examining it. 


“Well this is the wedding of Lydia and Lorenzo, isn’t it?” she 
drawls sarcastically. “I didn’t think it was unusual to turn up 
to an event one has been invited to.” 


“Not normally it isn’t,” I growl. “But you show up here, after 
two months of ignoring my calls, you gave no warning that 
you'd be here, you practically disowned me for following my 
heart to Lydia. So I’ll ask you again. Why. Are. You. Here.” 


Bianca sighs, slowly folding up her sunglasses. “Look, I 
know I should’ve called. But I’ve been kind of busy cleaning 
up the mess you left me with back home. It’s been a difficult 
two months. I’ve barely even had a minute to think about 
the way we left things. But a few days ago, I found the 


invitation you sent me buried among our mail, and it 
shocked me to my core. I thought by now that you’d both 
have gone your separate ways. I never imagined that today 
would go ahead. But then I kept watching as you sent me 
more and more messages asking me if I was coming, and it 
finally sunk in that this is real.” 


“T told you all along how important Lydia is to me,” I growl, 
grabbing her waist and pulling her close to me. “She’s 
everything I’ve ever wanted or needed, you should’ve been 
able to see that.” 


Bianca chews her lip. “Yeah. Yeah, I should’ve. I’m sorry it 
took so long. I think if we were normal people with normal 
lives, maybe I would’ve looked at you both together and 
understood that you’re truly in love. But our lives are 
complicated, Lorenzo. Being part of the mafia, it means that 
if you fall in love for real then everything gets put on the 
line. I was worried that you were putting us all in danger 
just to chase some pretty young girl. But now I know that’s 
not true. Now I know you were risking it all, but for 
someone who is truly worth it.” 


I blink at her. “You’ve changed your mind? You think that 
Lydia is worth it?” 


Bianca glances at Lydia. “Well, I don’t know her very well. 
That’s my own fault. I never gave her a chance when she 
tried to show me that she was good for you. But from what I 
can see, she’s kind, intelligent, good-natured, she’s 
everything you deserve in a woman, Lorenzo. And it doesn’t 
matter that there’s an age gap between you. I think that if 
you think you’re perfect for one another, then you’re 
perfectly capable of judging that for yourself. I don’t want 
you to stop from following your heart. Just because it didn’t 
work out for me, it doesn’t mean it won’t work out for you.” 


I watch her closely. I understand how this must hurt her. 
Her little brother has found love before her. Given the bad 
luck she’s had in relationships, it must sting for her that I 
got it right the first time. But I waited so long for this. This 
might have fallen in my lap at just the right time, but it 
doesn’t mean I deserve it any less. 


“You'll find a man who is worthy of you someday, but they 
broke the mold when they made you, Bianca. You just have 
to wait for a man who can handle you, the way I waited for 
a woman who could handle me,” I say, kissing the top of 
Lydia’s head. “Our family is always going to be a 
complicated one, mafia or no mafia. But someday a man will 
realize you’re the best thing for them and it’ll be worth the 
wait. And when it happens maybe I will or won’t understand 
how you fell in love so fast and with such certainty, but I 
promise to trust your instincts the way you’re choosing to 
trust mine now. Thank you.” 


Bianca nods nervously. She glances at Lydia with a small 
smile. “Lydia...I’m sorry for everything. I guess you’re not 
used to the kind of drama our family seems to dredge up.” 


Lydia smiles back. “I think I’m learning to handle it now. 
Don’t worry about it, Bianca. I’m just glad you’re here. Now 
we can all be a proper family.” 


“Ts it...is it true what you said the last time I saw you? You’re 
pregnant? I’m going to be an aunt?” 


Lydia touches her stomach gently. “I’m not showing yet, but 
there’s a baby in there. You’ll get to meet her soon after 
Christmas if our due date is right.” 


Bianca’s cheeks flush with color. “You have no idea how 
happy that makes me. I think it’s too late for me to have a 
child of my own...but to have a baby in the family.” 


Then Bianca does something that shocks me to my core. 
She reaches out and pulls Lydia in for a hug. Lydia’s eyes 
widen, but she hugs her back and it makes me so happy. 
Seeing them together like this just proves that this whole 
thing was worth the wait, it was worth the uncertainty and 
the ache of missing my sister, because now that she’s here, 
everything is perfect again. 


Bianca turns to me, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. 
She steps toward me and takes my hand in hers. 


“Now that I’m here, if you don’t have someone already. I’d 
love to be your best man.” 


I smile back. “Bianca, I’d love nothing more. And I think 
you’re dressed perfectly for the occasion.” 


She chuckles a little and it feels like old times. It’s been a 
little rocky, the road to get this far, but now I know for sure 
that it’s going to be okay. 


I allow Bianca to walk me down the aisle to begin the 
wedding. She whispers good luck to me and I stand a little 
nervously, waiting for Lydia to make her entrance. As the 
guests rise, I turn around and see her, looking completely 
perfect as she walks toward me. She’s glowing. She’s so 
goddamn beautiful and she’s mine forever. How did I get so 
lucky? The woman who could have anyone chose me. She 
saved me from the life I didn’t realize was destroying me 
slowly. And now, we get our fresh start. 


This is all I need and more. 


EPILOGUE 


| orenzo 


Our honeymoon is spent in Sardinia, exploring the beautiful 
coastline and the various historical sites. Today is our final 
day and we're lying on the beach together, holding hands 
and just quietly enjoying one another’s company. We don’t 
need to say much just to enjoy each other’s company. We’ve 
had time to get to know everything about one another these 
past few months, and now we’re so comfortable with one 
another that silence is peaceful so long as we’re together. 
With the waves lapping against the shore and the sun 
bronzing our skin, it feels like we’re in paradise. 


“This place is so beautiful,” Lydia murmurs, glancing at the 
open water. “I could stay here forever.” 


“So let’s do it,” I say, drawing her in close for a kiss. “We 
can be wherever we want to be, tesoro.” 


She rubs a hand over her stomach. “Do you think it’ll be a 
good place to bring up the kids?” 


I nod. What better place to start a family than on a beautiful 
island surrounded by all this incredible scenery? 


“T think it’s kind of perfect, we can teach them English and 
Italian. And bring them to the beaches on the weekend. We 
can give them a childhood exploring the outdoors and away 
from the pollution of the big cities, it truly is perfect here. 
But we have time to explore more if you want. There are so 
many places to see. I want everything to be perfect for 
you.” 


Lydia smiles. “I don’t care where we go as long as we’re 
together. But you’re right, this place is pretty incredible. I 
can imagine us having a life here.” 


She lays back on her towel, smiling. It’s hard to believe 
we’ve only known one another for a few months. I still find 
it crazy that she chose to be with me over anyone else. But 
this whole new life is something I could get used to. Away 
from all the uncertainty of mafia life, I’ve learned to enjoy 
the little things in life. I wake up every morning without 
fear in my heart and stress headaches pressing against my 
skull. I wake up instead to my beautiful pregnant wife 
beside me and I hold her close, knowing she’s the best 
thing that ever happened to me. I look to our future and I 
know for the first time in years that I have something to 
look forward to. Every day with her is an adventure and I’m 
going to make the most of every second of it. 


“Lorenzo...” 
“Mmm?” 


“I don’t want to worry you, but there’s a man over 
there...watching you.” 


I sit up quickly. My instincts tell me that when someone is 
watching you in a place you’ve never been to before, then 
they’re either a creepy stranger or a dark figure from your 
past. It occurs to me that I’ve made enemies over the years, 
what if one of them has tracked me down to end me now? 


But it’s not a stranger. In fact, it’s someone I know very 
well. Someone I care for. 


Marco looks completely out of place on a_ beach. 
Somewhere this relaxing doesn’t suit him one bit, especially 
when he’s wearing a full suit and is struggling to walk along 
the sand with his cane. But his bronzed skin looks sun 
kissed and his white hair is blowing in the wind as he smiles 
down at me. It’s a little unnerving. 


“T didn’t receive an invite to your wedding, Lorenzo. I must 
say I was a little offended.” 


“T’m sorry,” I say, and I mean it. “But I don’t mix business 
with pleasure. Not when one thing was always getting in 
the way of the other. I didn’t want to draw a bad crowd to 
the wedding.” 


Marco waves his stick as he nods. “No need to explain, I 
understand. Besides, I kept tabs on you. I watched the 
wedding, from my hotel room with a martini. It looked like a 
lovely ceremony. 


I guess maybe that’s why he’s shown up here. Just to prove 
to me that he can. He can track me down any time, 
anywhere. But his smile is warm as he looks down at Lydia, 
still sprawled on her towel, looking bewildered at our 
exchange. 


“You must be the blushing bride. It’s good to meet you at 
last. I think you’ve calmed Lorenzo down somewhat. It’s 
nice to see him looking so...calm.” 


“Lorenzo left his mafia life behind,” Lydia says firmly. I think 
she’s a little uncomfortable with Marco’s sudden 
appearance. “Are you here to try and convince him to go 
back with you?” 


Marco shakes his head. “Oh no, dear. Not in the slightest. In 
fact, I’m going to be retiring myself soon.” He looks back at 
me. “You know, son, the way we chose to live our lives is 
lonely. Seeing you so happy, it made me wonder if an old 
man like myself can finally find some peace. Your sister 
should look for it too. We made more money than we know 
what to do with it, it’s time to start enjoying it. I simply 
came here to wish you the best of luck with your new life. I 
promise I’m not here to cause trouble.” 


I get to my feet, brushing sand from me. I stand opposite 
Marco and regard him sadly. He was a huge part of my life, 
but something tells me this is the last time we will see one 
another. It’s the only way to keep us both safe from the life 
we used to live. Cutting ties is our way out. 


Marco reaches out his hand for me to shake and I take it. 
He grips my hand hard. 


“T want you to know that you made a good decision, leaving 
it all behind,” Marco tells me. “You’re still young, you’re 
smart. You have another lifetime ahead of you yet. Marriage 
was the first step and children are on the way, I hear. Enjoy 
it. Find work to be passionate about. Give all the love you’ve 
had stored up for all this time. Make your Mother and 
Father proud.” 


I nod, feeling a tightness in my throat. I wish they were 
here now to see how happy Lydia has made me. I wish they 
could see that there’s something more to life than the work 
they gave their lives up for. But I guess knowing that Marco 
has found a new way to live too has to be enough. Now if 
only Bianca would give up mafia life, we could all live safely 
and happily. Marco clears his throat. 


“Well, I should be going,” he says. He smiles at Lydia once 
again. “Look after him, my dear. That’s your job now.” 


Lydia nods, standing up to take my hand. She squeezes it 
hard and I feel so lucky to have her by my side. Even as one 
era is ending forever, Lydia is showing me a new life where 
I can finally be happy and fulfilled. Marco turns to walk 
away and I feel an ache in my chest as I feel the finality of it 
all. He turns back to me briefly. 


“Oh, and Lorenzo?” He smiles, putting his sunglasses back 
on. As he hides his eyes, it’s like he could be any stranger 
on the street, not the man I knew. “Retirement suits you.” 


I manage a smile. As he walks away forever, I do feel a little 
sad. But when I look at Lydia, I don’t regret a thing. I know 
that my life with her is ten times better than anything I had 
before. Sure, I won’t be living in a mansion. Sure, family life 
isn’t going to be the same type of excitement as my 
career...it’ll be better. I’m ready to face every challenge 
head-on with Lydia beside me. I’m ready to prove to myself, 
and everyone else that I’m more than the man I was before 
I met her. I don’t belong to my career anymore. 


I belong to my family. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ALMOST TWENTY YEARS LATER... 


L, ydia 


I feel pride swell in my heart as Daisy is called up onto the 
stage to complete her high school graduation. Me, Lorenzo, 
Bianca, and the kids applaud and cheer for her as she walks 
across the stage to shake her Principal’s hand. She flashes 
us a pearly smile and she looks just like her father for a 
moment. She’s got his looks. In fact, all the kids do. They’re 
so obviously his, even though I’m their Mom. They took all 
of the genes from him and I can’t say I mind. Looking at 
them reminds me of the beautiful life Lorenzo and I have 
made together. 


As she leaves the stage, my hands are sore from clapping 
and I lean my head against Lorenzo’s shoulder. Even after 
all this time together, our life seems like a dream to me. 
Every single day we’ve had together has been beautiful. 
He’s worked hard for this family over the years, splitting his 
family time and his career as a banker equally to support 
us. It’s been a long time since my own ambitions slipped 
away from me, they seemed so insignificant to me by the 
time I had our first child. It didn’t feel like I was letting my 
career go, it felt like I was starting a new one as a mother. 


And I’ve been so good at it. I’ve raised such beautiful, 
healthy children. Seeing Daisy graduate with offers from 
top colleges and perfect grades has just proved to me that 
it was so worth all the hours spent on homework, all the 
hours wiping her tears as she dealt with high school stress, 
all the time dedicated to convincing her that dating boys 
could wait a few more years while she made her dreams 
come true. Our collaboration as mother and daughter has 
been so fruitful and I can’t help feeling so proud. 


Lorenzo slings an arm around the back of Charlie’s chair. 
“That'll be you in a few years. You'll have your football 
scholarship in place and you'll be off to college too.” 


“You put so much pressure on them,” Bianca says drily. “I 
never went to college and look how well that turned out for 
me.” 


I almost laugh, but I wouldn’t dare in front of Bianca. She’s 
still terrifying, even though we’re thick as thieves these 
days. She spent another ten years in the mafia business 
before retiring. At that time we didn’t see much of her. We 
had to think of the safety of the kids, after all. But now she’s 
left it all behind, sold the house, finally settled down with 
the man of her dreams, and bought a house close to us. She 
never did get to have kids, but she’s all too happy to look 
after ours when Lorenzo and I want to have a date night. 


“Yes, you turned out just fine, Bianca,” Lorenzo smirks. She 
smacks his arm as everyone cheers for the next student and 
I laugh. Our family dynamic is a little crazy, but I love it 
anyway. 


“What if I get an injury? What if I’m not good enough at 
football to get a scholarship?” Charlie worries aloud. Bianca 
takes his cheeks in her hand. 


“No negative attitudes, hmm? You’re good enough. And if 
something goes wrong. IIl pay for you to go. Simple.” 


I smile affectionately. Bianca would’ve been a good mother. 
Despite her sternness, she gives so much love to these kids. 
She really is an important part of our family, especially now 
that the kids don’t have their grandparents. 


As the ceremony comes to a close, our youngest, Becka, 
tugs on my arm. 


“Can we get burgers to celebrate?” she asks, pouting her 
lips. She learned from a young age that being the youngest 
usually means she gets her way. Lorenzo scoops her up and 
rests her on his hip. 


“Daisy wanted to have pizza tonight,” he says. “But we'll 
have burgers on your birthday next week.” 


“Daaad. You shouldn’t pick me up anymore. I’m seven, I’m a 
big girl.” 


Lorenzo smiles in my direction and I chuckle affectionately. 
Seeing these kids grow up is both a blessing and a curse. I 
love seeing them develop, becoming personalities of their 
own. My heart is filled with more love for them every day. 
But it also hurts knowing that they’re slipping through my 
fingers. Even as Daisy runs over to hug me, I know soon 
she’ll be moving out and going her own way. I kiss the top of 
her head. 


“We’re so proud of you,” I whisper, my voice cracking a 
little. Daisy looks up at Lorenzo. 


“Daaad. Mom’s going to cry and make it awkward.” 


Lorenzo cracks up and so do I. We can always rely on Daisy 
to lighten the mood. She grins back at us, but she looks like 
she wants to ask something. 


“Um...I got invited to a party tonight,” she says. “Do you 
mind if I head off? I can stay at a friend’s house overnight.” 


Lorenzo and I exchange a look. This was one of our last 
opportunities to get everyone together as a family before 
she leaves. But she’s growing up now. We know we have to 
let her spread her wings. Lorenzo sighs. 


“Of course you can. Just be sensible. No drinking, no 
drugs.” 


“Daaaad, I know that.” 


“I know you do, kiddo. Be good,” he says, ruffling her 
perfect hair before she can duck away. Then, all too soon 
she’s gone, taking a piece of my heart with her. Lorenzo 
looks a little downtrodden too, but he smiles at Becka. 


“Well, perhaps burgers are back on the cards after all.” 


We all go for burgers and then Bianca offers to take the 
kids for the night so that Lorenzo and I can have a night to 
ourselves. We agree because I think we both need some 
time to process the graduation today. We both get a glass of 
red wine and sit looking through old photographs together, 
our hands entwined. Even after all this time, we haven’t 
grown apart even an inch. 


“Look how cute they were when they were little. What the 
hell happened?” 


I laugh. “Don’t be ridiculous, they’re like mini versions of 
you. They'll always be gorgeous.” 


It’s true. Lorenzo seems to age like a fine wine. He’s even 
better looking now with gray streaks in his hair and a few 
wrinkles creasing his skin. He’ll never not be handsome to 
me...and of course, he’s still got an incredible body. 


“They grow up too fast,” I sigh as we skip to another page 
of photos. “I want to do it all over again. I know we have so 
much left to look forward to but I miss having a baby to hold 
in my arms. I miss having the capability to make a new life.” 


“Amore mio, it’s not too late,” Lorenzo growls, cupping my 
cheek. “If you want more kids, hell let’s just do it. We can 
still have a baby and if we try and it doesn’t work, then we 
can adopt. I want this household to be full forever. I would 
never turn up my nose at the chance to have another child 
with you. Come, let’s head upstairs right now. I’ll put a baby 
in you.” He begins kissing my neck hungrily. “Let me fuck 
you...let us start something new...” 


My heart soars in my chest. “You really mean that? You 
don’t think we’re too late?” 


“We have some time,” he growls in my ear, and then his lips 
capture mine. I feel myself getting wet between my legs. He 
still turns me on as much as the day we met. And I believe 
that he’s right. If we want another baby, we can make it 
happen. My body is older now, but it doesn’t have to mean 
that we can’t do this. I want another baby. I want the love of 
my life to spill his seed inside me and make my dream a 
reality. As our other babies grow up I want another child to 
raise, to give love to even when the others have moved on. 


Lorenzo scoops me up in his arms, our wine, and the 
photographs abandoned. We’re going to make more 
memories to put in that scrapbook. He kisses me hungrily. 


“You’re mine,” he growls. “My beautiful wife.” 


“You still think I’m beautiful? Even after all these years?” I 
whisper. His forehead presses against mine. 


“Lydia, I will always find you beautiful.” 


“Always?” 


His lips meet mine. 
“Always.” 


My arms wrap around his neck and I gaze into his eyes as 
he carries me upstairs. Sometimes, I wonder if he misses 
the life he left behind, the dark past in his life that our kids 
will never hear about. He had a whole lifetime without me 
before we met. There are things that I don’t know about 
fully, what he did to survive, the way he made his living, the 
lives he affected with his unusual way of life. He must have 
had some attachment to it, after all, it took so many years of 
his life. 


But he gave it all up for this and I know he’s happy. I know 
that I’ve shown him love and happiness that he might never 
have gotten otherwise. I know that we were meant to meet 
in that Italian mansion twenty years ago. I know our souls 
were meant to be together for all eternity. 


In our bedroom, he undresses me before undressing 
himself. We stand naked, breathing hard, ready to do 
something that will once again show our love for one 
another and this family. Our lips meet. He lays me down and 
slides inside me. His cock buried deep inside me, feeling as 
good as the time he took my virginity. If we make another 
baby here, today, then the legacy of our everlasting love will 
continue once again. 


This is what forever looks like, and it’s beautiful. 
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